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angelical Lutheran Ministcrium of Pcnn- 
at its Annual Meeting in ISO.'}, appointed 
ttee with instructions to prepare a Church- 
ich ehould contain such portions of its 
as are necessary for the regular Sumlay 
Luther's Small Catechism, the Augsburg 
.on, and an am])lc Selection of Hymns, with 
reference to the doctrine and usages of our 
. The present C«llection of Hymns has been 
d by the Committee in the partial discharge 
luty assigned them. In order that the Col- 
might receive the most careful revision be- 
ihould be issued in permanent form, the Sy- 
- ~*«'i the Committee to have a small num- 

^-•-" i-»v the mem- 






IV PREFACE. 

Church, which fully satisfies the wants of our Con- 
gregations." The Synod desires to secure the co- 
operation of such as are thus minded in the revi- 
sion of this Collection. The Committee has endea- 
vored to make a thorough and careful examination 
of all the treasures of English hymnology, original 
and translated, in order to select the hymns of high- 
est literary excellence, restricted by a positive rule 
that no hymn should be admitted which is in con- 
flict with the doctrine, spirit, or usages of the Lu- 
theran Church. In order that the highest attaina- 
ble excellence with regard to both these points may 
bo secured, the Committee invite the co-operation 
and criticisms of those persons in any part of our 
Church who agree in spirit with them. Suggestions 
relative to any feature or portion of the book will 
be gladly received and fully considered. 

The translations of German Ilymns seem to de- 
mand especial examination. The preference has 
always been given to translations in the measure of 
the original, when of equal literary merit with 
others ; but of a number of hymns included in this 
Collection, no satisfactory translation retaining the 
original measure could be found. Indeed, the ex- 
tent to which the structure and genius of the Eng- 
lish language allow the adoption of the varied and 
peculiar verae measures of German hymns is an in- 
tereating question. It is probable iViaX. <i\tt Lu- 
Iter^Q Congreg&tAoRB, familiar 'wVUi tii«^ Q^^tiaaaj. 



PREFACE. V 

chorals, can nso a largor number of translations 
than would be possible to others, and thus intro- 
dace them into more general use. The Committee 
hope that they may be favored with the opinion of 
those interested in this subject. 

The date which accompanies the author's name, 
appended to each hymn, indicates the year in which 
the hymn was written or first published, so far as 
known ,* except when the letter d. is prefixed to the 
numerals, pointing out the date of the author's 
death. The letter a. following a date, suggests that 
the original text has been more or less altered. 
When a hymn is of Greek, Latin, or Oorman origin, 
the name of the English translator is given first, 
and that of the original author (when known) in a 
Hne below, prefixed by Tr. 

Any communications with reference to the Boo k 
ihould be sent to the Rev. Frederic M. Bird, Darby 
Road* ear Locust St., West Philadelphia. 

While this edition is intended chiefly for the use of 
members of the Pennsylvania Synod, and of others 
dispoBod to co-operate with us in the preparation 
and use of the Book, a limited number of copies are 
for sale, and can be obtained by addressing Mr. 
Bird, as above. 

September ^3, 1865. 
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Befork Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with eaored joy; 

Know that the Lord is God alone, 
He can create, and He destroy. 

His sovereign power, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 

And when like wandering sheep we stray 
He brought us to His f jld again. 

We are His people, we His care. 
Our souls and all our mortal frame : 

What lasting honors shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to Thy Name ? 

We'll crowd Thy gates with thankful sonj 
High as the heavens our voices raise; 

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues 
Shall fill Thy courts with sounding prai 

Wide as the world is Thy command, 

Vast as eternity Thy Love ; 
Firm as a rock Thv truth mna* o*«^j 



.WORSHIP. 

2 Happy the man whose hopes rely 
On Israel's God, who made the sky, 

And earth, and seas, with all their train. 
His truth forever stands secure ; 
He saves the opprest, He feeds the poor; 

And none shall find His promise vain. 

3 The Lord gives eye-sight to the blind; 
The Lord supports the sinking mind ; 

He sends the laboring conscience peace : 
He helps the stranger in distress, 
The widow and the fatherless. 

And grants the prisoner sweet release. 

4 ru praise Him while He lends me breath ; 
And when my voice is lost in death, 

Praise shall employ my nobler powers. 
My days of praise shall ne'er be past, 
While life and thought and being last, 

Or immortality endures. Watts. 1719. a. 

3 PSALM 95. S. M. 

1 Gome, sound His praise abroad. 
And hymns of glory sing ! 

Jehovah is the sovereign God, 
The universal King. 

2 He formed the deeps unknown ; 
He gave the seas their bound ; 

The watery worlds are all His own, 
And all the solid ground. 

3 Come, worship at His throne ; 
Come, bow before the Lord. 

We are His works, and not our own ; 
He formed us by His word. 

4 To-day attend His voice, 
Nor dare provoke His rod ; 

Come, Jike the people of His choicf 
And own your graoioua Gro* 
10 yi 



His mercy melts the stubborn soul, 
And makes the broken spirit whole. 

8 Great is our Lord, and great Ills might, 
And all His glories infinite ,* 
He crowns the meek, rewards the just, 
And treads the wicked to the dust. 

4 His saints are lovely in Ilis sight ; 
He views His children with delight ; 
He sees their hope, He knows their fear. 
And finds and loves His image there. 

Warn, 1719. d. 

PSALM 145. a M. 

1 Long as I live, I'll bless Thy Name, 
Ood of eternal love ! 
My work and joy shall be the same, 
In the bright world above. 
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WORSHIP, 

4 Fathers to sons shall teach Thy Nam 

And children learn Thy waysj 
Ages to come Thy truth proclaim, 
And nations sound Thy praise. 

5 Thy glorious deeds of ancient date 

Shall through the world be known 
Thine arm of power, Thy heavenly g 
With public splendor shown. 

6 The world is managed by Thy hands 

Thy saints are ruled by love ; 
And Thine eternal kingdom stands, 
TJjough rocks and hills remove. 

WatU, 

6 PSALM 145. 

1 My God, my King, Thy various pra 
Shall fill the remnant of my days : 
Thy grace employ my humble tongu' 
Till death and glory raise the song. 

2 The wings of every hour shall bear 
Some thankful tribute to Thine ear j 
And every setting sun shall see 
New works of duty done for Thee. 

3 But who can speak Thy wondrous d< 
Thy greatness all our thoughts exce€ 
Vast and unsearchable Thy ways. 
Vast and immortal be Thy praise. 

Watts. 

y Te Deum Laudamus. 

1 Thbe we adore, eternal Lord ! 

We praise Thy Name with one aecor' 
Thy aaints, who here Thy goodness 
Through all the world do wotski^ \ 
12 
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iee aloud all angels cry, 
heavens and all the powers on high : 
ae, holy, holy, holy King, 
.ord God of hosts, they ever sing. 

The apostles join the glorions throng ; 
The prophets swell the immortal song ; 
Thy martyrs' noble army raise 
Eternal anthems to Thy praise. 

From day to day, Lord, do we 
Highly ezalt and honor Thee ! 
Thy Name we worsM^ and adore. 
World without end, for evermore I 

Youohsafc, Lord, we humbly pray. 
To keep us safe from sin this day ; 
Have mejxsy. Lord! we trust in Theo; 
Oh, let us ne'er confounded be ! 

From Thomat CotteriU. 



1810. 



Hun danket alle Gott. 

1 Now thank we all our God, 
With grateful hearts and voices, 

Who wondrous things hath done. 
In whom His earth rejoices; 
Who from our mother's arms 

Hath blessed us on our way 
With countless gifts of love, 

And still is ours to-day. 

2 may this bounteous God 
Through all our life bo near us. 

With ever joyful hearts 
And blessed peace to cheer us ; 
And keep us in His grace, 

And guide us when perplexed. 
And free us from all ills, 
la this world and tliQ next. 



0,7. 
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3 All praise and thanks to God 
Tbo Fatter, bow be given, 

Tho Son, and Him who r^igos 
With Ibem in highegt heayeo ; 
The One eternal Uod, 

Whom earth and heaven adore; 
For thm it was, is now. 
And shall bo everniorol 

Calk^«B Winh«,orlI,. IS 
Tr. Marifn Bi^tck^n. 16. 


• 
1 Holt, holy, holy Lord! 
Bo Thy gloriooa Name adored. 
Lord, Thy mercies never fail : 


a Thoagh onworthT, Lord 
Deign oor homblp songs 
Purer praise no hope to 
When around Thy thron 


Thiue e»r, 
to hear, 
bring, 
e we sing. 


3 There no tongne shall ai 
All shall join in hurmon 
That through heaven's c 
Praise to Thee may eyor 


eotbe; 


i Lord, Thy mercies neve 
Hail, eelQitial QoodnesB 
Holy, holy, holy Lord ! 
BeThjglorlousNomca 


fail: 
ball! 

dorod. 



2 BoKOS of praise the angels sang, 
Heayea with halleli^ahB laos. 
When JehoTah'a no A begon, 
mien He spftke, and it ku don*. 



PRAISE AHD THANKSOI 

iongs of praise awoko the m 
When the Prince of Peace wi 
Songs of praise arose, when '. 
Captive led captivity. 

3 Heaven and earth must pass 
Songs of praise shall crown t 
God irill make new heavens o 
Songs of praise shall hail the 

4 And shall man alone he dumi 
Till that glorious kingdom cc 
No ; — the Church delights to 
Psalms, and hymns, and song 

5 Saints below, with heart and 
Still in songs of praise rcjoic 
Learning here, by faith and 1 
Songs of praise to sing above 

6 Borne upon their latest breatl 
Songs of praise shall conquei 
Then, amidst eternal joy, 
Songs of praise their powers 

James Mon 
-t 1 




4 For Thy ProvidBnoe, that governs 

Throngh Thine empire's wide domain; 
Winga an angel, guides a Bparrow: 
Bleesed be Tby gentle reign. 
6 Bnt Tby rich, Tby free Redemption, 
Dork throDgh brightness all along; 
Thought is poor, and poor eipreasion : 
Who dare sing that awfnl song • 
A From the highest throne in glory 
To the Cross of deepest hob ! 
All to ransom gnilty captives ! 
Flow, nty praise, forever flow. 

Sobeii nahinton. 1T78. 

12 CM. 

1 What Bball I render to my Sod 

For bit Hl> gifts to me? 
Sing, beaven and earth, rejoiM and praise 
Uis glorious majeaty. 

2 let me praise Thee while T live. 

And praise Thee when 1 die, 
And praise Thee when I rise again. 

And to eternity. 
's Mysterious depths of endlesa love. 

Our admiration raise; 
Hy Ood, Thy Name exalted is 

John Jfwo*. 16S3. 

13 a M. 

i While Thee I seek, protesting Powerl 

Be my rslo Irishes stiUed ; 

And ma,j this oonsoorsted lioni 

With ItBtter bopee be HUad. 



PBAI8B AND THAKKSOIYINQ. 

Thy Lore the powers of thought bestowtd ; 

To Thee my thoughts would soar. 
Thy meroy o'er my life has flowed: 

That meroy I adore. 

In each event of life, how clear 

Thy rating Hand I see ! 
Each blessing to my soul more dear. 

Because conferred by Thee. 

In every joy that crowns my days, 

In every pain I bear, 
Hy heart shall find delight in praise. 

Or seek relief in prayer. 

"When gladness wings my favoured hour, 
Thy Love my thoughts shall fill : 

Besigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
My soul shall meet Thy will. 

My lifted eye, without a tear, 

The lowering storm shall see; 
My steadfast heart shall know no fear: 

That heart shall rest on Thee ! 

Helen Maria Williams. 1788. 

CM. 

When all Thy mercies, my God, 

My rising soul surveys. 
Transported with the view, Tm lost 

In wonder, love, and praise. 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ; 
Kor is the least a cheerful heart 

That tastes those gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life 

Thy goodness Fll pursue,* 
And, after death, in distant woildA, 

The gloTiovLB theme leiieNV. 
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4 Wheo D&tare foiU, snd dnj uid nisht 
Divide Tby works no more, 
Mj over gt»l«fal heart, Lord, 
Thy mera; ihall ador«. 
G Through all otcratty to Thee 
AjojfolBongril raise: 
Bnt oh! eternity's loo short 
To utter all Thjpniise. 

Jo,^h Addiim. ITiS. 

IS L. M. 

1 Awake, my eoal, id Joyfal lays, 

And siog thy gmt Redeemer'e praiio; 
He jnstly claims a song from mo. 
His LoTing-kindness, how free ! 

2 He saw me rained in the fall, 

Yet laved me notRithatandiDg all; 



LB Lovii 



B, hon 



3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foo», 
Though earth and hell my way oppose. 
Be safely leads my soul along. 
His Lot iag- kindness, haw etrongl 



1 When 



a gloom; 



ilDud, 



He nearmy soul has always stood, 

Bis Loving-kindness, how goad! 

S Soan shall I pass the gloomy vale, 



Sam«tl UedUs. USJ. 

G 7s. 

I Slort be to Qad on high, 
God, whose glory fllls the iky: 
Feaoe on earth to man forgiven, 
Man, tbe weU-beloved of BeSiTeiL. 



PRAISE AHD THA5K8aiyiN0. 

2 Sovereign Father, heavenly King, 
Thee we now presume to sing; 
Glad Thine attributes confess, 
Glorious all, and numberless. 

3 Hail, by all Thy works adored ! 
Hail, the everlasting Lord! 

Thee with thankful hearts we prove, 
Lord of power, and God of love. 

4 Christ our Lord and God we own, 
Christ, the Father's only Son ; 
Lamb of God, for sinners slain. 
Saviour of offending man ! 

5 Bow Thine ear, in mercy bow. 
Hear, the world's Atonement Thou I 
Jesus, in Thy Name we pray, 
Take, take our sins away ! 

6 Hear, for Thou, Christ, alone. 
Art with Thy great Father one; 
One the Holy Ghost with Thee; 
One supreme, eternal Three. 

Charles We»Iey.l7Z9. 

17 10, 11. 

1 Ye servants of God, your Master proclaim. 
And publish abroad His wonderful Name; 
The Name all-victorious of Jesus extol; 
His kingdom is glorious ; He rules over all. 

2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save; 

And still He is nigh ; His presence we have : 
The great congregation His triumph shall sin 
^ Ascribing salvation to Jesus our King. 

3 Then let us adore, and give Him His right. 
All glory and power, and wisdom and mighf 
All honor and blessing, with angels above. 
And thanks never cea.8mf^, «.iid. vck^\i\\A V^^' 



iiks lor Tliy c^rcat jijlory give, 
ills our souls witli lit^ht: 
our hi'iivt'iily King, the God 
ither of all might! 

)u, begotten Son of Gtod, 
) all time begun ; 
Christ, Thou Lamb of God, 
•rther*8 only Son : 

irej, Thou that tak'st the sins 
the world away ! 
Broy, Saviour of mankind, 
tear us when we pray ! 

who sitt'st at God's right hand, 
the Father's throne, 
eroy on us, Thou, Christy 
irt the Holy One! 

ily, with the Holy Ghost, 
1 earth and heaven adore. 



2 Come, holy 8im of heavenly love, 
Send dovB Tbj Tadiauoe frain abovt^ 
And to oar ininoBl heart* convey 
The Holy Spirit's oloudlasB ray. 

3 And we the Father's help will olaim. 
And sing the Father's glorions Name: 



That we n. 


laj Stat 


,d, to fall no more. 


4 May He o, 




ns deign to bless. 


And loose 




idsof wickednees; 


From sadden falh 


< our feet defend. 


And guide 


us safely to the end. 


& May fMth, 




■ooted in the soul. 
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1 Lord, leach ua 


how ti 


, pray aright, 


With revorec 


ice and 


with fear; 


Though dust a, 
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We may, we 


mustd 
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lord, whithe 
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.r shall 
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With broken 
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.te hearts ; 


Give, what Th 
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WORSHIP. 

2 0, from earthly cares set free. 
Lot us find our rest in Thee ! 
May our cares and conflicts cease 
In the calm of Sabbath peace, 
That Thy people here below 
Something of the bliss may know, 
Something of the rest and lore 
In the Sabbath home above ! 

3 Lord, Thy sinful child prepare 
For a place and portion there ! 
Give my soul the spotless dress 
Of Thy perfect Righteousness : 
Then at length, a welcome guest, 
I shall enter to the feast, 
Earthly cares and sorrows o'er, 
Joys to last for evermore. 

U, L, L. 1862. 
Tr. Frederic Oottlieh Klopatock, ah. 1760. 

Have mercy, Saviour of mankind, 
And hear us when we pray ! 

5 Thou, who sitt'st at God's right hand, 

. Upon the Father's throne, 
Have mercy on us, Thou, Christ, 
Who art the Holy One! 

6 Thou only, with the Holy Ghost, 

Whom earth and heaven adore. 
In glory of the Father art 

Most high for evermore. ,.^0 „ 

Unknown, liOo. a. 

29 Splendor Paterrm Glorise, L.M. 

1 Jesns, liord of heavenly grace, 
Thou Brightness of Thy Father's face, 
TAou Fountain of eternal light, 
WhoBe beams disperse the shades oC mgvitx 



GENXRAIi PHTITION. 

78. 

1 Holt Jesu8» in whose X^ame 
Thou hast bid Thy servantB olaim 
Of the Fftther'8 love, to grant 

All the good they wish or want: 
Trusting in Thj Name alone, 
Draw we near Thy Father's throne. 

2 Son of Man, to whom is given. 
With the Majesty of Heaveni 
Partner Thou of man's estate. 
For mankind to mediate: 

Hear us, when with Thee we plead 
For Thy flook to intercede! 

3 Saviour of the world, to Thee 
Ever bows the Church her knee: 
Thee, her only Advocate ; 
Thee, exalted to Thy state, 
With the Holy Ghost, most high 
In the Father's majesty. 

Richard Mant. 1837. 

25 a M. 

1 Lord, teach us how to pray aright, 

With reverence and with fear: 
Though dust and ashes in Thy sight, 
We may, we must draw near. 

2 Burdened with guilt, convinced of sin. 

In weakness, want, and woe, 
Fightings without, and fears within, 
Lord, whither shall we go ? 

3 Qx)d of all grace, we come to Thee 

With broken, contrite hearts ; 
Give, what Thine eye deV\g):iVA io ia^, 
Truth in the inward pOixU. 
2 *& 
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4 Give deep humility j the sense 

Of godly sorrow give ; 
A strong desire, with confidence, 
T«» hear Thy voice and live: 

5 Faith in t;hc only Sacrifice 

That can for sin atone; 
To c j,gt our hopes, to fix our. eyes 
On Christ, on Christ alone: 

6 Give these, and then Thy will be done. 

Thus strengthened with all might, 
We, through Thy Spirit and Thy Son, 
Shall pray, and pray aright. 

James Montgomery. 18* 

26 7 

1 Come, my soul, thy suit prepare, 
Jesus loves to answer prayer: 
He Himself has bid thee pray. 
Therefore will not say thee nay. 

2 Thou art coming to a King ; 
Large petitions with thee bring,* 
For His grace and power are such. 
None can ever ask' too much. 

3 With my burden I begin ; 
Lord, remove this load of sin ! 
Let Thy Blood, for sinners spilt. 
Set my conscience free from guilt. 

4 Lord, I come to Thee for rest ! 
Take possession of my breast ; 

There Thy blood-bought right maintain. 
And without a rival reign. 

5 While I am a pilgrim here. 
Let Thy Love my spirit cheer; 

As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 
Lead me to my journey's end. 



OENERAL PETITION. 

6 Show me what I have to do, 
Eyery hour my strength renew; 
Let me live a life of faith, 
Let me die Thy people's death. 

John Newton, 1779. 

27 8, 7. 

1 Come, Thou Fount of every blessing, 

Tune my heart to sing Thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing. 
Gall for songs of loudest praise. 

2 Here I raise mine Ebenezer, 

Hither by Thy help Fm come; 
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure. 
Safely to arrive at home. 

3 Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to rescue me from danger. 
Interposed His precious Blood. 

4 0, to grace how great a debtor 

Daily Fm constrained to be! 
Let thsit grace. Lord, like a fetter. 
Bind my wandering heart to Thee. 

5 Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it, 

Prone to leave the GK)d I love; 
Here's my heart; take and seal it, 
Seal it from Thy courts above. 

SelinUf Counteea of Huntingdon, ab. 1650. a, 

28 8,7. 

1 Visit, Lord, Thy habitation ! 

Breathe Thy peace on all herein ; 
Peace, the foretaste of saVvaW^^xi', 
Peace, the seal of paidoiLQ^ «.vji- 
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Let Thy love-infusing Spirit 
On each heart be sbed abroad; 

Baise us, by Thy boundless merit, 
To become the sons of God. 

2 Prince of Peace, be ever near us, 

Fix in every heart Thy home; 
With Thy sweet communion cheer us, 

Quickly let Thy kingdom come. 
Answer all our expectation ; 

Give our longing souls to prove 
Strong, abiding consolation, 

Heavenly, everlasting love. 

From 0. Wesley, 1749. 

29 8, 7. 

1 Love divine, all love excelling, 

Joy of heaven, to earth come down! 
Fix in us Thy humble dwelling. 

All Thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus, Thou art all compassion, 

Pure, unbounded love Thou art ; 
Visit us with Thy salvation. 

Enter every trembling heart ! 

2 Breathe, breathe Thy loving spirit 

Into every troubled breast 1 
Let us all in Thee inherit. 

Let us find Thy promised rest. 
Take away the love of sinning. 

Alpha and Omega be; 
End of faith, as its beginning. 

Set our hearts at liberty. 

3 Come, Almighty to deliver, 

Let us all Thy life receive ; 
G^raoiously return, and never, 
Never more Thy temples \ea.v©\ 



X uic nuu esputiess lei US 06; 

Let Q8 eee Thy great salvation 

Perfectly restored in Thee ! 
Changed from glory into glory. 

Till in heaven we take our place, 
nil we oast our crowns before Thee, 

Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

C Wesleyt 1746. a. 



Te Iseta, Mundi Conditor C* M, 

LKER of earth, to Thee aione 
Gltemal rest belongs ; 
d heavenly choirs around Thy throne 
?our forth their endless songs. 

t we— ah, holy now no more ! 
Ire doomed to toil and pain ; 
t exiles on an alien shore 
liay sing their country's strain. 




•W^ORSHIP. 

Alleluia f dtdce Carmen. 8 ft* 

Alleluia ! best and sweetest 
Of the hymns of praise above ! 

Alleluia ! thou repeatest. 

Angel host, these notes of love. 

This ye utter. 
While your golden harps ye move. 

Alleluia ! Church victorious, 

Join the concert of the sky ! 
Alleluia ! bright and glorious, 

Lift, ye saints, this strain on high ! 
We, poor exiles. 

Join not. yet your melody. 

Alleluia ! strains of gladness 
* Suit not souls with anguish torn : 
Alleluia ! sounds of sadness 
Best become our state forlorn : 

Our offences 
We with bitter tears must mourn. 

But our earnest supplication 

Holy God, we raise to Thee : 
Visit us with Thy salvation. 
Make us all Thy joys to see ! 

Alleluia ! 
Ours at length this strain shall bo. 

John Chandler. 1837. 



THE lord's day. 



1 Father, who the light this day 
Out of darkness didst create, 
iSibine upon us now, we pray. 

While within Thy courla'Wft-N^flilt. 
Wean us from the wotIs-s o{ m^V., 
Mtike U8 children of tide \if^\il. 



7s. 



THE LOBD'S DAT. 



Baviour, who this day didst break 
From the bondage of the tomb, 
Bid our slambering souls awake ; 

Shine through all their sin and gloom ; 
Let us, from our bonds sot free, 
Rise from sin, and live to Thee. 

3 Blessed Spirit, Comforter, '^f^- •'t*^^ 
Sent this day wkh pewe r fronyhigh j 

Lord, on us Thy gifts confer, '^ 
Cleanse, illumine, sanctify; 

Be Thine influence shed abroad ; 

Lead us to the tn^th of God. 

33' X. M. 

1 This day the light, of heavenly birth, 
First streamed upon the new-bom earth: 
Lord, this day upon us shine. 

And fill our souls with light divine. 

2 This day the Saviour left the grave. 
And rose, omnipotent to save : 

Jesus, may we raised be 

From death of sin to life in Thee. 

3 This day the Holy Spirit came. 
With fiery tongues or cloven flame: 
Spirit, fill our hearts this day 
Witn grace to hear, and grace to pray. 

4 day of Light, and Life, and Grace! 
From earthly toils sweet resting-place! 
Thy hallowed hours, best gift of love, 
We give again to God above. 

William WaUham How, 1859 



WORSHIP. 

34: a M. 

1 Blest day of God, most calm, most bright, 

The first and best of days ; 
The laborer's rest, the saint's delight. 
The day of prayer and praise ! 

2 My Saviour's face made thee to shine^ 

His rising did thee raise ; 
This made thee heavenly and divine 
1^ Beyond the common days. 

3 The first fruits oft a blessing prove 

To all the sheaves behind ; 
And they that do a Sabbath love, 
• A happy week shall find. 

4 ^is day must I for God appear. 

For, Lorc^ the day is Thine ; 
let me spend it in Thy fear. 
Then shall the day be mine. 

John Mason, 1683. a* 



35 Licht von Liehi, erleuehte mich. ^^Syt* 

1 Light of light, enlighten me, 

Now anew the day is dawning ; 
Sun of grace, the shadows flee, 

Brighten Thou my Sabbath morning. 
With Thy joyous sunshine blest, 
Happy is my day of rest ! 

2 Fount of all our joy ajid peace. 

To Thy living waters lead me ; 
Thou from earth my soul release, 

And with grace and mercy feed me. 
Blesfl Thy Word, that it may prove 
Rich in fruita that Thou dost love. 
S2 



THE JX>RI>'S DAT. 

3 Kindle Thov the saerifioe 

That upon my Udb Ib lying ; 
Clear the sfaadowB from mine eyes. 

That, from eyery error flying, 
No strange fire within me glow 
That Thine altar doth not know. 

4 Let me with my heart to-day. 

Holy, holy, holy, singing, 
Bapt awhile from earth away, 

AH my soul to Thee np-springing, 
Have a foretaste inly giyen. 
How they worship Thee in hearen. 

5 Rest in me and I in Thee, * 

Build a paradise within me; 
reveal Tnyself to me. 

Blessed Love, who diedst to win me : 
Fed from Thine exhaustless urn. 
Pure and bright my lamp shall Dum. 

6 Henoe all care, all vanity, 

For the day to God is holy : 
X!ome, thou glorious Majesty, 

Deign to fill this temple lowly ; 
Naught to-day my soul shall move, 
Simply resting in Thy Love. 

M%89 Winktoorth. 1858. 
Tr. benjamin Schmolk, 17 



36 



Safely through another week, 
God has brought as on our way: 

Let us now a blessing seek, 
Waiting in His courts to-day; 

Bay of aU the week the best, 

Bmhlem of eternal real. 



WORSHIP. 

2 Mercies multiplied each hoar 

Through the week, our praise demand; 
Guarded by Thy mighty power, 

Fed and guided by Thy hand; 
Though ungrateful we have been, 
Only made returns of sin. 

• 

3 While we pray for pardocfyig grace, 

Through the dear Redeemer's name. 
Show Thy reconciling face. 

Take away our sin and shame : 
From our worldly cares set free. 
May we rest this day in Thee. 

4 Here we're come, Thy name to praise ; 

Let us feel Thy presence near : 
May Thy glory meet our eyes. 

While we in Thy house appear: 
Here afford us. Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting feast. 

6 May the Gospel's joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints; 
Make the fruits of grace abound, 
Bring relief for all complaints. 
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove, 
Till we join the Ohurch above. 

John Newton. 1779. a. 

37 L.M 

1 Another six days' work is done, 
Another Sabbath is begun : 
Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest. 
Improve the day thy God has blest. 

2 Come, bless the Lord, whose Love assigns 

So sweet a rest to wearied minds ; 

Provides an antepast of heaven. 

And gives this day the food of Beven. 
S4 
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PtTBLIC WORSHIP. 
( PSALM 132. C, M. 
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WORSHIP. 



2 Mercies multiplied each hour 

Through the week, our praise demand 
Guarded by Thy mighty power, 

Fed and guided by Thy hand; 
Though ungrateful we have been, 
Only made returns of sin. 

3 While we pray for pardocfyig grace. 

Through the dear Redeemer's name, 
Show Thy reconciling face, 

Take away our sin and shame : 
From our worldly cares set free. 
May we rest this day in Thee. 

4 Here we're come. Thy name to praise j 

Let us feel Thy presence near : 
May Thy glory meet our eyes. 

While we in Thy house appear: 
Here afford us, Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting feast. 

6 May the Gospel's joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints; 
Make the fruits of grace abound, 



II » -M. - At 



Morgenglam der EvngkeU. 

. Jesus, Sun of Righteousness, 
Brightest beam of love divine^ 
With the early morning rays 

Do Thou on our darkness shine, 
And dispel with purest light 
All our [long and gloomy] night ! 

I Like the sun's reviving ray, . 

May Thy Love, with tender glow, 
All our coldness melt away, 

Warm and cheer us forth to go, 
Gladly serve Thee and obey 
AI/ our {Jife'e abort earthly] day \ 



THS LOBD'S DAT. 

Thoa our only Life and Gaide I 

Never leave us nor forsake : 
In Thy light may we abide 

Till the endlesB mor&ing break ; 
HoTiiig on to Zion'9 hill, 
[Onward^ upward J homeward BtiQ ! 

H. L. L, 1853. a. 
Tr, OhrUtian Knorr von Rownroih. 16S4. 



PUBLIC WORSHIP. 

PSALM 132. • C. M. 

1 Arise, King of grace, arise. 

And enter to Thy rest ; 
Behold, Thy Church, with longing eyes. 
Waits to be owned and blest. 

2 Enter with ail Thy glorious train. 

Thy Spirit and Thy Word; 
All that the ark did once contain 
Could no such grace afford. 

3 Here, mighty Ood, accept our rows ; 

Here let Thy praise be spread ; 
Bless the provisions of Thy house. 
And fill Thy poor with bread. 

4 Here let the Son of David reign. 

Let God's Anointed shine ; 
Justice and truth His court maintain. 

With love and power divine. Watts, 1719. a 

42 PSALM 84. M.M. 

1 Lord of the worlds above. 
How pleasant and how fair 
The dwellings of Thy Love, 
Thine earthly temples are I 
To Thine abode I Witli wasm doAltes 

Mj Jlieart aspires, \ To %Q(^ i&i ^^^ 
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Their oonstaot Bervice there ! 
Thejprsiee Thee still; I That love tb 
Aad happy The; | To Zion's hi 



Till eaoh in heaven sppears. 
Oflorioa» seat, I Shalt tbither bring 

When Ood our Eing Our nllling feet! 

Wait,. 1T19. 



1 Peaco be vithiu thie eaered place. 
And jo; acoustaat guest; 
With hoi; gins and heavenly grace 
Be her Bttcndaata blest '. 

3 Mj soul shall pray for ZioD atitl, 
While life or breath remaina; 
There my best friends, my kindred dwell, 
There Ood, my Saviour, reigns. 

WatU. 17IS. 

44 PSALM »2. i. M. 

1 BwBBT ia the work, my O-iid, ray King, 
Ts praiae Thy Name, give thanks, and sing; 
Ta Bhaw Thy Love by morning light. 
And talk of all Thy truth at night. 

S Sweet 19 the day of sacred rest, 
JVo mortal oarea shall bbIia mj \it»m^,. 
My betrt shall triumph in mj IjOtA, 
AndbleBims workB,aiid\i\6Ba^iH'#lt,i4. 
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And nait sod worBhip noiLr Thy aoftt. 
S Lord, in Ihe templo* of Thy graoa, 



3 Whilst hareonrvi 






lecoDdo 



Of bltsBinga io rarietj. 
4 Father! mj auuf would hera abido; 
Or, if my (tat must henco depart. 
Still keep me, Futhor, noar Thy aidn, 
Still keep Thy dwullinK in loy heurt. 

From Watli. ITOB. 

Ts. 

1 To Thy temple I repair : 

When, within the veil, I miwt' 
Chriet before the moroy leivt. 
a I IhroHgh Him am reoonollcd, 
I through Hill, beeome Thy ehtlil : 
Abba, Father I |iTe m« i^cwM 
■Id Tbroonrtatoaee^'E^^fBEn. 



WORSHIP. 

3 While Thy glorious praiie ig sung. 
Touch my lipa, unloose my tongue : 
That my joyful soul may hless 
Thee, the Lord my Righteousness. 

4 While the prayers of saints ascend, 
God of lore, to mine attend ; . 
Hear me, for Thy Spirit pleads; 
Hear, for Jesus intercedes. 

4 

5 While I hearken to Thy Law, 
Fill my soul with humble awe; 
Till Thy Gospel bring to me 
Life and immortality. 

6 While Thy ministers proclaim 
Peace and pardon in Thy Name, 
Through their voice, by faith may I 
Hear Thee speaking from the sky. 

7 From Thy house when I return, 
May my heart within me burn ; 
And at evening let me say, 

" I have walked with God to-day." 

James Montgomery, 1825. a. 

4:7 Liebster Je*u, wir sind hi$^ 7f8f8» 

1 BLEag^, Jesus, at Thy word 

Weathered all to hear Thee ; 
Let our hearts and souls bo stirred 

Now to seek and love and fear Thee; 
By Thy teachings sweet and holy, 
DraWn from earth to love Thee solely. 

2 All our knowledge, sense, and sight 

Lie in deepest darkness shrouded. 
Till Thy Spirit breaks our night 

With the beams of truth unclouded. 
Thou alone to God canst win us, 
Thoa must work aM good within UB. 



I 

i 



PUBLIC WORSHIP. 

orions Lord, Thyself impart ! 
Light of light, from God proceeding, 
Open Thou our ears and heart, 

Help OS by Thy Spirit's pleading. 
Hear the cry Thy people raises, 
Hear, and bless our prayers and praises. 
Mi88 Winkworth. 1858. 
Tr. Tobias Clausnitzer, 1671. 

4:8 Angulare Fundamentum. JET* JH, 

1 Christ is our Comer-stone ; 
On Him alone we build ,* 
With His true saints alone 

The courts of heaven are filled : 



On His great Love 
Our hopes we place, 



Of present grace 
And joys above. 



2 then, with hymns of praise 

These hallowed courts shall ring ! 
Our voices we will raise. 
The Three in One to sing ; 



And thus proclaim 
In joyful song. 



Both loud and long, 
That glorious Name. 



3 Here, gracious Gk)d, do Thou 

For evermore draw nigh ; 
Accept each faithful vow. 

And mark each suppliant sigh : 
In copious shower, I Each holy day. 
On all who pray, | Thy blessing pour. 

4 Here may we gain from heaven 

The grace which we implore. 
And may that grace, once given. 
Be with us evermore, 
Until that day I To endlecs rett 



When all the blest \ At« Q»X\«dL «?< vj • 



I 



.0 makes us moot | 

John Chanuw^, 

a 

1 Lov(j have T sat beneath the sound 

Of Tliy siilvution, Lord; 
But still how wciik my faith i« found, 
Antl knowledge of Thy Word ! 

2 My Hope, my Portion, and my God, 

IIow little art Thou known 
By all the judgments of Thy rod, 
And blessings of Thy throne ! 

3 IIow cold and feeble is my love ! 

How negligent my fear ! 
How low my hope of joya above ! 
Uow few affections there ! 

4 Great Gk)d, Thy sovereign power imT 

To give Thy Word success ; 
''^hv salvation in my heart, 
'-« »rn Thy erace. 



..v., vuc laitti and hope^ 
And fit ns to ascend 
Where the assembly ne'er breaks up. 
The Sabbath ne'er shall end ; 

4 Where wo shall breathe in heavenly air, 

When Thou and Thine appear, 
And follow Thee to heaven our home ; 
Even so, Amen, Lord Jesus, come I 

John Newton, 1779/* 



Lord, dismiss us with Thy blessing, 

Fill our hearts with joy and peace ! 
Let us each, Thy Love possessing. 
Triumph in redeeming grace. 
refresh us, 
Travelling through this wilderness. 

Thanks wo give and adoration 
For Thy Gospel's joyful sonnd. 



Cf,t 



And praise to Ilim be given 
Who joins them both in Ono; 
le Holy Dove, I For the blest (eat 

ho m»kes us meet | Of aod aboTo. 

John Chandler. 1837. 



0^0 haro 


laatl 


senentb the 


Of Thj a 


alTatir 


3n, Lord; 






Lk m; faith 


And kno' 


-ledg. 


, of Thy Wo 



i My Hope, my Portion, and my Ood. 

Udw little art Thon known 

By all the judgmeuta of Thy rod. 

And bleasings of Thy throne ! 

3 How cold and feeble is my love ! 

How negligent my fear ! 

How low my hope of joys above ! 



To give Thy Word 81 



reign power impart 



WatU. 1J09. ( 



To shed its quiol 
And yet how slow 
Sow Jmngaid an 



ts to lo^® ' 
•ore voula p« » , ^Uil© ^® 
» ^fffit us to aseen* , ^^^ ^^ up, 









WOBSHIP. 

How then can mortal accents frame 

Due tribute to their King ? 
Thou only, while we praise Thy Name, 
Forgive us as we sing ! 

John Mason Neale, 1862. a. 
Tr, Metraphanea of Smyrna, ah. 



CLOSE OF WORSHIP. 
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iiut still how weak my faith ie fonnd, 
And knowledge of Thy Word ! 

2 My Hope, my Portion, and my God, 
How little art Thou known 

By all the judgments of Thy rod. 
And blessings of Thy throne ! 

3 How cold and feeble is my love ! 

How negligent my fear ! 
How low my hope of joys above ! 
How few affections there ! 

4 Great God, Thy sovereign power imps 

To give Thy Word success ; 
Write Thy salvation in my heart, 
And make me learn Thy grace. 

5 Show my forgetful feet the way 

That leads to joys on high ; 
ThojjA icnnwlp.dcre errows without decay 

J 

1 On what has now been sown. 
Thy blessing, Lord, bestow ,* 
The power is Thine alone 

To make it spring and grow : 
Do Thou the gracious harvest raise. 
And Thou aJone shalt have the i^ivA,-- 



44 



CLOSE OF WORSHIP. 

J To Thee our wants are known, 
From Thee are all our powers, 
Accept what is Thine own. 
And pardon what is ours : 
Our praises, Lord, and prayers receiire, 
And to Thy Word a blessing give. 

3 grant that each of us, 

Who meet before Thee here, 
May meet together thus, 

When Thou and Thine appear, 
And follow Thee to heaven our home ; 
Even so, Amen, Lord Jesus, come ! 

John Newton, 1779. 

;d 8,7. 

1 LoBD, dismiss us with Thy blessing, 

Fill our hearts with joy and peace ! 
Let us each. Thy Love possessing. 
Triumph in redeeming grace. 
refresh us, 
Travelling through this wilderness. 

2 Thanks we give and adoration 

For Thy Gosp^rs joyful sound. 
May the fruits of Thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound : 
May Thy presence 
With us evermore be found. 

3 So, whene'er the signal *s given 

Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angels' wings to heaven, 
Glad the summons to obey, 
May we, ready. 
Rise and reign in endless day. 

UnlcHOWYi. Vll^. a. 



Ach Ml viit Doner Gnadi. 

1 ADmQ nilh uB, our Savioar, 

NorlotThjmercjucasB; 

From SutaD'B might di^ffind ua, 

Aail grant our saula release. 

2 Abido with us, our Saviour, 

SustoiD UB by Thy Word ; 

Tliiit WD nith nil 'tbj people 

To lifo may bo nsatored. 

3 Abide nilh ub, our Saviour, 

Thon Light of endlosa light; 
Inoreftae to uaThy bloas' — ■ 
And Bave ub by Thy u 
1 To Father, Son, aod Spi 
Eternal One in ThruB. 
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CLOSE OF WORSHIP. 



2 Thus may we abide in union 

With eaoti other and the Lord ; 
And Doesess, in tjweet communion, 
Joys whioh earth cannot afford. 

John Nevoton, 1779. 



GOD. 
ei a M. 

]• Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
One Qod in persons Three ; 
Of Thee we make our joyful boast. 
Our songs we make of Thee. 

2 Present alike in every place, 

Thy Godhead we adore : 
Beyond the bounds of time and space 
Thou dwell'st for evermore. 

3 In wisdom infinite Thou art. 

Thine eye doth all things see ; 
And every thought of every heart 
Is fully known to Thee. 

4 Whate'er Thou wilt, in earth below 

Thou dost, in heaven above ; 
But chiefly we rejoice to know 
The Almighty God is Love. 

5 Thou lov'st whate'er Thy hands have made; 

Thy goodness we rehearse, 
In shining characters displayed 
Throughout our universe. 

■6 Mercy, with love, and endless grace. 
O'er all Thy works doth reign : 
3ut mostly Thou delight'st to bVea% 
Tby favoriio creature, man. 



V^ 



GOD. 

7 Wherefore let every creature give 
To Thee the praise designed : 
But chiefly, Lord, the thanks receive, 

The hearts of all mankind. C. Wealey. 1766. 

62 a M. 

1 Blest be our everlasting Lord, 

Our Father, God, and King ! 
Thy sovereign greatness wo record, 
Thy glorious power we sing. 

2 By Thee the victory is given : 

The majesty divine, 
Wisdom and might, and earth and heaven. 
And all therein, are Thine. 

3 The kingdom, Lord, is Thine alone, 

Who dost Thy right maintain, 
And, high on Thine eternal throne, 
O'er men and angels reign. 

4 Riches, as seemeth good to Thee, 

Thou dost, and honor give ; 
And kings their power and dignity 
Out of Thy hand receive. 

5 Thou hast on us the grace bestowed, 

Thy greatness to proclaim ; 
And therefore now we thank our God, 
And praise Thy glorious Name. 

6 Thy glorious Name, Thy nature's powers, 

Thou hast to man made known ; 
And all the Deity is ours. 
Through Thy incarnate Son. 

C. Wesley, 1762. a. 

63 a M. 

1 Thousands of thousands stand around 
Thy throne, God most high ; 
Ten thousand times ten thousand sound 
Thy pradse: but who ami I? 



. gicnc a oeing, Lord, is Thine, 

Which doth all beings keep ! 
Thy Knowledge is the only line 

To sound so vast a deep. 

4 Thou art a Sea without a shore, 

A Sun without a sphere ; 
Thy time is now and evermore, 
Thy place is every where. 

5 How good art Thou, whose Goodness is 

Our parent, nurse and guide; 
Whose streams do water paradise, 
And all the earth beside ! 

6 Thy hidden wonders, God of grace ! 

I humbly here adore; 
Show me Thy Glory and Thy face. 
That I may praise Thee more. 

John Mason, 1683. a. 



GOD. 

4 Eternity, with all its years, 

Stands present to Thy view. 
To Thee there's nothing old appears ; 
To Thee there's nothing new. 

5 Our lives through various scenes are drs 

And vexed with trifling cares ; 
While Thine eternal thought moves on 
Thine undisturbed afDairs. 

6 Great God, how infinite art Thou ! 

How frail and weak are we ! 
Let the whole race of creatures bow, 
And pay their praise to Thee. WattaJl 



65 



Holy and reverend is the Name 

Of our eternal King. 
Thrice holy. Lord ! the angels cry : . 

Thrice holy, let us sing. 

Holy is He in all His works, 
And saints are His delight; 

But sinners and their wicked ways 
Shall perish from his sight. 

The deepest reverence of the mind 

Pay, my soul, to God ; 
Lift with thy hands a holy heart 

To His sublime abode. 

Thou, righteous God ! preserve my soi 

From all pollution free : 
The pure in heart are Thy delight, 

And they Thy face shall see. 

John Needham, 1 



66 PSALM 111. 

1 Songs of immortal praise belong 
To my almighty God : 
JEe hath my hearty and He my tongue, 
To spread His Na.me abroad. 



i 




HIS WIBDOK AMD OMNISCIENCE. 

1 How great the works His Hand hath wrought ! 
How glorious in our sight ! 
And men in every age have sought 
His wonders with delight. 

3 How most exact is nature's frame ! 

How wise the eternal Mind ! 
His counsels never change the scheme 
That His first thoughts designed. 

4 When He redeemed the sons of men, 

He fixed His covenant sure : 
The orders that His lips pronounce 
To endless years endure. 

5 Nature and time and earth and skies 

Thy heavenly skill proclaim* 
What shall we do to make us wise, 
But learn to read Thy Name? 

6 To fear Thy power, to trust Thy grace, 

'Is our divinest skill ; 
And he's the wisest of our race, 
Who best obeys Thy will. 

Watt9. 1719. 

e7 PSALM 139. i. M. 

1 LoRt>, Thou hast searched and seen me through ; 
Thine eye commands, with piercing view, 

Hy rising and my resting hours, 

My heart and flesh, with all their powers. 

ft 

2 Within Thy circling power I stand. 
On every side I find Thy hand : 
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad, 

I am surrounded still with God. 

3 Could I so false, so faithless prove. 

To quit Thy service and Thy love. 

Where, Lord, could I Thy preseu<&« %Vrani) 

Orftom Thy dreadful glory luu^ 

V5> 



GOD. 

4 l^he veil of night is no disguise, 

No screen from Thy all-searching eyes ; 
Thy hand can seize Thy foes as. soon 
Through midnight shades, as blazing noon. 

5 may these thoughts possess my breast, 
Where're I rove, where're I rest ! 

Nor let my weaker passions dare 
Consent to sin, for God is there. 

WattB. 17 
From Nahum Tate and Nicholaa Brady, 16 

68 PSALM 139. C 

1 Lord, all I am is known to Thee ! 

In vain my soul would try 
To shun Thy presence, or to flee 
The notice of Thine eye. 

2 Thine all-surrounding sight surveys 

My rising and my rest. 
My public walks, my private ways, 
And secrets of my breast. 

3 My thoughts lie open to the Lord, 

Before they're formed within ; 
And ere my lips pronounce the word, 
He knows the sense I mean. 

4 wondrous knowledge, deep and high 

Where can a crtature hide ? 
Within Thy circling arms I lie, 
Beset on every side. 

5 So let Thy grace surround me still, 

And like a bulwark prove. 
To guard my soul from every ill, 
Secured by sovereign love. 

Watt«. \VA 
64 
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HIS GOODNESS. 

eO PSALM 103. 8. M. 

1 Bless the Lord, my sonl ! 
Let all within me join, 

And aid my tongue to bless His Name, 
Whose favors are divine. 

2 bless the Lord, my soul ! 
Nor let His mercies lie 

Forgotten in un thankfulness, 
And without praises die. 

3 'Tis He forgives thy sins ; 
'Tis He relieves thy pain ; 

'Tis He that heals thy sicknesses, 
And gives thee strength again. 

4 He crowns thy life with Love, 
When ransomed from the grave ; 

He that redeemed my soul from hell 
Hath sovereign power to save. 

6 He fills the poor with good; 
He gives the sufferers rest : 
The Lord hath judgments for the proud, 
And justice for the opprest. 

6 His wondrous^works and ways 
He made by Moses known ; 
But sent the world His truth and grace 
By His beloved Son. Watta, 1719. a. 

'2^0 PSALM 103. S. M 

1 My soul, repeat His praise. 
Whose mercies are so great; 

Whose anger is so slow to rise. 
So ready to abate. 

2 God will not always chide; 
And, when his wrath is felt, 

His strokes are fewer than out OTm&%^ 
And lighter than oni omYt. 
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GOD. 

3 High as the heavens are raised 
Above the ground we tread, 

So far the riches of His grace 
Our highest thoughts exceed. 

4 His power subdues our sins ; 
And His forgiving Love, 

Far as the east is from the west, 
Doth all our guilt remove. 

5 Our days are as the grass, 
Or like the morning flower ; 

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the fiel 
It withers in an hour. 

6 But Th J compassions, Lord, 
To endless years endure; 

And children's children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 

WaU». 

71 PSALM 146. C 

Sweet is the memory of Thy grace, 
My God, my heavenly King ! 

Let age to age Thy righteousness 
In sounds of glory sing. 

God reigns on high, but ne'er confines 

His goodness to the skies ; 
Through the whole earth His bounty shi 

And every want supplies. 

With longing eyes. Thy creatures wait 

On Thee for daily food; 
Thy liberal hand provides their meat, 

And fills their mouths with good. 

: How kind are Thy compassions, Lord ! 

How slow Thine anger moves ! 
Bat 80t>D He sends His pardoning word, 
To obeer the aouU He loves. 



HIS KERCT AND FAITHFULNESS. 

Jreatnres, with all their endless race, 

Thy power and praise proclaim ; 
But saints, who taste Thy richer grace, 

Delight to bless Thy Name. Waif, 17 19. 

1 Ye humble souls, approach your God 

With songs of sacred praise ; 
For He is good, immensely good, 
And kind are all His ways. 

2 All nature owns His guardian care ; 

In Him we live and move : 
But nobler benefits declare 
The wonders of His Love. 

3 He gave His Son, His only Son, 

To ransom rebel worms. 
'Tis here He makes His goodness known 
In its divinest forms. 

4 To this dear refuge, Lord, we come ; 

'Tis here our hope relies ; 
A safe defence, a peaceful home. 
When storms of trouble rise. 

5 Thine eye beholds with kind regard 

The souls who trust in Thee ; 
Their humble hope Thou wilt reward 
With bliss divinely free. 

Great God, to Thy almighty I^oye 

What honors shall we raise ? 
Not all the raptured songs above 
Can render equal praise. 

Anne Steele. 1760. 

73 a M. 

1 Tht ceaseless, unexhausted Love, 

Unmerited and free, 
Delights our evil to remove, 
And help our miaery. 

4 VI 
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60D. 

2 Thou waitcpt to he gracious still; 
Thou dost with sinners bear; 
That, saved, we may Thy goodness feel, 
And all Thy grace declare. 

# 3 Thy goodness and Thy truth, to me, 
To every soul abound; 
A vast unfathomable sea. 

Where all our thoughts are drowned. 

4 Its streams the whole creation reach, 
So plenteous is the store ; 
Enough for all, enough for each. 
Enough for evermore. 

6 Faithful, Lord, Thy mercies are, 
A rock that cannot move : 
A thousand promises declare 
Thy constancy of love. 

6 Throughout the universe it reigns. 
Unalterably sure j 
And, while the truth of God remains. 
His goodness must endure. 

C. Wealejf, 1762. 

74: 8, 7. 

1 God is Love : His mercy brightens 

All the^path in which we rove j 
Bliss He wakes, and woe He lightens : 
God is Wisdom, God is Love. 

2 Chance and change are busy ever; 

Man decays, and ages move : 
But His mercy waneth never ; 
God is Wisdom, God is Love. 

3 Even the hour that darkest seemeth 

Will His changelesB goodness prov« ; 
From the gloom His \>Tig^tne&« %itQt»2i&A>i2ck.\ 
God is WisdoHi, God ia l.ov^. 



SIS W0BK8. 



He with earthljT cares entwineth 
Hope and oomfort from abore : 

IiTerywhere His glory shineth ; 
God is Wisdom, God is Love. 

Sir John Bowring, 1825. 



CREATION. 

75 10, 11. 

Mt soul, praise the Lord, speak good of His Name! 
His mercies record, His bounties proclaim. 
To God, their Creator, let all creatures raise 
The song of thanksgiving, the ohoras of piraise ! 

Though hid from man's sight, God sits on His 

throne. 
Yet here by His works their Author is known. 
The world shines a mirror its Maker to show; 
And heaven views its image reflected below. 

By knowledge supreme, by wisdom divine, 
God governs this earth with gracious design. 
O'er beast, bird, and insect, His Providence reigns. 
Whose will first created, whose Love still sustain!. 

And man. His last work, with reason endued. 
Who, falfing through sin, by grace is renewed: 
To God, his Creator, let man ever raise 
The song of thanksgiving, the chorus of praise. 

Thomas Park, 1807. 

76 L. M. 

1 The spacious firmament on high, 
. With all the blue ethereal sky. 
And spangled heavens, a shining frame, . 
Their great Original piooVaivitt.. 

V4 



CREATION AND PBOTIDENCE. 

2 The unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's power display, 
And publishes to every land 

The work of an Almighty Hand. 

3 Soon as the evening shades prevail. 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale; 
And nightly to the listening earth 
Bepeats the story of her birth : 

4 Whilst all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

'And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

5 What though in solemn silence all 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball. 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found; 

6 In reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice. 
For ever singing as they shine, 

'' The Hand that made us is divine.'' 

Joseph Addison, 1728. 

yy JSimmelj ErdCy Lufty und Meer. '^g, 

1 Heaven and earth, and sea and air, 
All their Maker's praise declare: 
Wake, my soul, away and sing, 
Now thy grateful praises bring. 

2 See the glorious orb of day 
Breaking through the clouds his way : 
Moon and stars with silvery light 
Praise Him through the silent night. 

3 See how He hath everywhere 
Made this earth so rich Bind fair ; 

- Hill and vale and fmitfuWaii^, 
All tbingB living, abow H\» TLmi^. 
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V oee ibe water's ceaseless flow, 
Ever circling to and fro ; 
From the sources to the sea. 
Still it rolls in praise to Thee. 

6 Lord, great wonders workest Thou! 
To Thy sway all creatures bow : 
Write Thoa deeply in my heart 
What I am, and what Thou art ! 

From Mx99 Winktoorih, 1858. 
TV. Joachim Neander. 1677. 

r8 ' C. M. 

Thou wast, God, and Thou wast blest 

Before the world begun ; 
)f Thine Eternity possest 

Before time's glass did run. 
^hou needest none Thy praise to sing, 

As if Thy joy could fade : 

ould'st Thou have needed anything, 

Thou oouldst have nothin* ^"^ 







Ai waters hmtB unto their floa. 

And aarth unlo its flartli. 
So let my loul mIutb to That, 

From nhom it hml iti birth. 
i But ah! I'm I'alleii ou the night. 

And cannot ODmetuTheo: 
Yet apeak tho i«ord, "Lat there be ligbt;' 

It shall enliahlen mo. 
And let Thy Word, moat mightj Lord, 

Thy f«Jlep creatore mlae: 

Shall alng my Maker's praiao. 

Joh^ ilaton. 1 



PROVIDENCE, 

79 C. 

1 Oon moToB in a mysterioua iray. 

Ills wondora to perform; 
Be planta llie footstcpa in the sea, 
And rides upon the atorm. 

2 Deep ID unraLhomablo mines 

Of never-fiuliDE akill, 
Sv trcDSures up Hia bright designs, 
And wOfliB Hifl aovereign Hill. 

3 Ye fearful saints, froah courage take: 

The uluuds je ao much dread 
Are big nith meraj, and shall break 
lu blesainga on your bead. 

4 Judge not tho I*rd by feBble ionao. 

Behind a fronniog Frovidenoe 
Ho hides a amiling faoe. 
6 His purpoaaa will tipen I'Mt, 
f7n/o(d.ing oVBty bour. 
The bad may bare k biW«c ta*^, 
But sweet wiU ba tie fto^oi. 
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PBOTIDBNCB. 

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And soan Hit works in vain. 
God is His own interpreter. 
And He will make it plain. 

William Cowper. 1779 

80 a M. 

1 Tht way, G^od, is in the sea; 

Thy paths I cannot trace, 

Nor comprehend the mystery 

Of Thy unbounded grace. 

2 Here the dark veils of flesh and sense 

My captive soul surround \ 
Mysterious de«ps of Providence 
My wondering thoughts confound. 

3 As through a glass, I dimly see 

The wonders of Thy Love; 
How little do I know of Thee, 
Or of the joys above I 

4 'Tis but in part I know Thy will: 

I bless Thee for the sight; 
When will Thy Love the rest reveal, 
In glory's clearer light? 

5 With rM)ture shall I then survey 

Thy Providence and Grace, 
And spend an everlasting day 
In wonder, love, and praise. 

John FateoetL 1782. 

81 PSALM 23. 8. M. 

1 The Lord my Shepherd is, 

I shall be well supplied : 
Sinee He is mine, and I am His, 

WhAt CA22 1 want beside? 



CREATION AND PROYIDENCE. 

2 He leads me to the place 
Where heavenly pasture grows. 

Where living waters gently pass. 
And full salvation flows. 

3 If e*er I go astray, 

He doth my soul reclaim, 
And guides me in His own right way, 
For His most holy Name. 

4 While He affords His aid, 
I cannot yield to fear : 

Though I should walk through death's dark sha 
My Shepherd's with me there. 

5 The bounties of Thy love 
Shall crown my following days; 

Nor from Thy house will I remove, 

Nor cease to speak Thy"praise. Watts, 17 

S2 PSALM 23. L.M. i 

1 The Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care; 
His presence shall my wants supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 
My noon-day walks He shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wandering steps He leadfl. 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

.3 Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray. 
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With £)adden greens and herbage crowned, 
And streams shall murmur all arowtid.. 



PBOYIDBllCfl* 

4 Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill, 
For Thou, Lord, art with me still: 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Joseph Addiwn, 17S8. 

S3 PSAI^ 34. C. M. 

1 Throitoh all the changing scenes of life. 

In trouble and in joy, 
The praises of my God shall still 
My heart and tongue employ. 

2 Of His deliverance I will boast. 

Till all that are distrest 
From my example comfort take. 
And charm their griefs to rest. 

3 0, magnify the Lord with me, 

With me exalt His Name ! 
WHen in distress on Him I called. 
He to my rescue came. 

4 The hosta of Qod encamp around 

The dwellings of the just; 
Deliverance He affords to all 
Who on His succor trust. 

5 0, make but trial of His Love: 

Experience will decide 
How blest are they, and only they. 
Who in His truth confide. 

6 Fear Him, ye saints, and you will then 

Have nothing else to fear; 
Make yon His service your delight, 
He'll make your wants His care. 

[Nahum Tate and ^icTiolcw BTadM.\^^^»o.. 
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CREATION AND PBOYIDENCE. 

84t CM. 

1 How are Thy servants blest, Lord! 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal Wisdom is their gnide> 
Their help Omnipotence. 

2 From all my griefs and straits, Lord! 

Thy mercy sets me free; 
Whilst in the conflQenoe of prayer 
My heart takes hold on Thee. 

3 In midst of dangers, fears, and death. 

Thy goodness I'll adore,* 
And praise Thee for Thy mercies past, 
And humbly hope for more. 

4 My life, while Thou preserv'st my life, 

Thy sacrifice shall be; 
And 0, may death, when death shall come. 
Unite my soul to Thee I 

. Jo%&pk Addie&n. 1728. a. 

85 C. M. 

1 My God, my only Help and Hope, 

My strong and sure Defence, 
For all my safety and my peace 
I bless Thy Providence. 

2 The daily favors of my God 

I cannot sing at large : 
Yet let me make this holy boast, 
I am the Almighty's charge. 

3 Lord, in the day Thou art about 

The paths wherein I tread; 
And in the night, when I lie down, 
Thou art about my bed. 



PBOYIDBKCE. 

4 Naked I came into the world, 

And nothing with me brought ; 
And nothing have I here deserved, 
Yet have I lacked nought. 

5 I do not bless my laboring hand. 

My laboring head, or chance ; 
Thy Providence, most gracious God, 
Is mine inheritance. 

John Maaon. 1683. 

86 C. M. 

1 Lord, what is man, that child of pride, 

That boasts his high degree? 
If one poor moment he be left, 
He sinks, and where is he? 

2 In Thee I live, and move, and am ; 

Thou deaVst me out my days; 
As Thou renew'st my being, Lord, 
Let me renew Thy praise. 

3 From Thee I am, through Thee I am, 

Aad for Thee I must be ; 
'Twere better for me not to live. 
Than not to live to Thee. 

4 My God, Thou art my glorious Sun, 

By whose bright beams I shine : 
As Thou, Lord, ever art with me. 
Let me be ever Thine. 

5 Thou art my living Fountain, Lord, 

Whose streams on me do flow; 
Myself I render unto Thee. 
To whom myself I owe. 

6 As Thou, Lord, an immortal soul 

Hast breathed into me; 
So let my soul be breathing forth 
Immortal thanks to Thee. 

Jolifv^a»ou. Y^'^^ 



CREATIOir Ain> PROVIDENCE.. 
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1 Shine on our sonls, otemal God ! 

With rays of beauty shine : 
let Thy favor crown our days, 
And all their round be Thine. 

2 Did we not raise our hands to Thee, 

Our hands might toil in vain : 
Small joy success itself could give, 
If Thou Thy Love restrain. 

3 *Tis ours the furrows to prepare, 

And sow the precious grain ; 
'Tis Thine to give the sun and air, 
And to command the rain. 

4 With Thee let every week begin, 

With Thee each day be spent. 
For Thee each fleeting hour improved. 
Since each by Thee is lent. 

5 Thus cheer us through this toilsome roa 

Till all our labors cease; 
And heaven refresh our weary souls 
With everlasting peace. 

Philip Doddridge, 1655. 

88 C 

1 God of Jacob, by whose hand 

Thy people still are fed ; 
Who, through this weary pilgrimage. 
Hast all our fathers led ! 

2 To Thee our humble vows we raise, 

To Thee address our prayer ; 
And in Thy kind and faithful breasi 
Deposit all our care. 

3 Through each perplexing path of I 

Our wandering footsteps guide ; 
Give us by day our daily bread. 
And raiment fit provide. 

as 



PBOYIDEKCE. 

A spread Thy covering wings around, 
Till all our wanderings cease; 
And at our Father's loved abode 
Our souls arrive in peace. 

5 To Thee, as to our covenant God,. 
We'll our whole selves resign ; 
And- thankful own, that all we are, 
And all we have, is Thine. 

Doddridge, 1755. a, 

9 Cm. 

1 Ain> art Thou with us, gracious Lord, 

To dissipate our fear ? 
Dost Thou proclaim Thyself our God, 
Our God forever near ? 

2 Doth Thy right hand, which formed the earth, 

And bears up all the skies, 
Stretch from on high its friendly aid. 
When dangers round us rise ? 

3 And wilt Thou lead our weary souls 

To that delightful scene. 
Where rivers of salvation flow 
Through pastures ever green ? 

4 On Thy support our souls shall lean, 

And banish every care ; 
The gloomy vale of death shall smile, 
If God be with us there. 

5 While we His gracious succour prove, 

'Midst all our various ways, 
The darkest shades through which we pass 
Shall echo with His praise. 

Doddr\dge. Vl^^, 



THE MINI8TET OP A^OELS. 

Chriile, jw ledei Olt/mpo. lO, . 
h3^ are tho Btr&iaa of the angols of Ught 



Who pmiaa Him that reigns 
May we too, oombining our < 
SowpteftjeMmbyjoiniDgt! 


in glory tmd mi| 

iwn feeble lays, 

lieir chorus of pn 


Blest npirits of light, how fa 
They ataad in the height bcj 


ir their abode! 
ore our great Go. 



FareYormore ehariog Hia oounsela of love. 
His people preparing for regions aboTe. 

3 When sickness aasaib, they taie us from fear 
When breath of life fails thoj Blill hover ntw 
And BO whea, life ended, our apirits lake flifl 
By them we're attended to mansions of light. 

4 praise Him who gate the San of His Lore 
And Him who to save eame down from abOTS 
And let eqaol prftises the Spirit extol, 

Who eomfoitB and raises and strengthens (he i 
John CkandLer. 1841. 

^1 Tibi, Chriatt, Splendor Palrii. 8, 7 



Singing in harmonious reroe. 
3 Blessed Lord, by their proteetJOB, 

Bbelter ui [ram harm this day: 
Keep us pare in flesh and spirit; 

Save Di from the enemy : 
And yonchsafo iis, by Thy grao^ 
/■ rfiy paradise a place. 



THX KIHIBTBT OF ANSBLS. 

3 Glory to the Almighty Father, 
Let oar voioes now repeat; 
Glory to the great Redeemer; 

Glory to the Paraclete ; 
Three in One, and One in Three, 
Throughout all eternity. 

Edward Caawall, 1848. a. 
Tr, Rahanu8 Morus, d. 856. 

02 108. 

1 Stars of the morning, so glorionsly bright. 
Filled with celestial resplendence and light ; 
These that, where night never followeth day, 
Baise the "Thrice holy. Lord!" ever and aye: 

2 These are Thy counsellors; these dost Thou own, 
Lord God of Sabaoth ! nearest Thy throne. 
These are Thy ministers; thes&'dost Thou send. 
Help of the helpless ones ! man to defend. 

3 Still let them succor ua ; still let them fight, 
Lord of angelic hosts ! battling for right : 
Till, where their anthems they ceaselessly pour. 
We with the angels may bow and adore. 

John Ma8<m Neale. 1862. a. 

Tr, Joseph of the Studium. ah. 850. 



SIN AND REDEMPTION. 

0^ L.M. 

1 BuBiBD in shadows of the night, 
We lie till Christ restores the light ; 
Wisdom descends to heal the blind. 
And chase the darkness of the mind. 

2 Our guilty souls are drowned in tears, 
Till His atoning Blood appears : 
Then we awake frolin deep distress. 

And sing, " The Lord our B.\R\i\wi\iWDktt6a.r 



3 Out rei? trune it mixed with sin ; 
His Spirit m^es our naturei cleSiD ; 
Such virtnei from His BufferiDgs fioir, 

i Jesus beholds where Satao reigns, 
BimJing bis slaves in hear; ahaine : 
He sets the prisauers free, and breaks 
The iron bondsgo from their necks. 

B Poor helpless worms in Thee possess 
Graee, wisdom, power, and righteousnees 
Thou art our might; All, aod we 
aive our whole selves, Lord, to Thee. 



1 How helpless gi 



S Can aaght beneath a power 

The stubborn will subdue ' 

'Tis Thine, Almighty Savioi 

To form the heart anew. 

3 'Tis Thine the passions to re 

And upwards hid them rit 

And make the scales of erro 



And bid 

A beam of hearea, 
'Tis Thine alone 



le shades of death away. 
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AJmigtaty Lord, b« TUq«. 
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SIN AND REDEMPTION. 

2 Beyond this vale of tears 
There is a Life above, 

Unmeasured by the flight of years ; 

And all that Life is love. 

There is a Death, whose pang 

Outlasts the fleeting breath j 
what eternal horrors hang 

Around the second death ! 

3 Lord God of truth and grace, 
Teach us that Death to shun. 

Lest wc be banished from Thy face. 

And evermore undone! 

Hero would wo end our quest: 

Alone are found in Thee 
The Life of perfect love, — the Rest 

Of immortality. 

James Montgomery, 1825. 

,97 X. M. 

1 In vain would boasting reason find 

The path to happiness and God ; 
Her weak directions leave the mind 
Bewildered in a doubtful road. 

2 Jesus, Thy words alone impart 

Eternal life ; on these I live ; 
Here sweeter comforts cheer my heart, 
Than all the powers of nature give. 

3 Here let my constant feet abide ; 

Thou art the true, the living Way : 
Let Thy good Spirit be my Guide ** 

To the bright realms of endless day. 

4 The various forms that men devise. 

To shake my faith with treacherous art, 
I scorn as vanity and lieB, 
And bind Thy Gospel to m^ \k«M\,. 

From Anne Steele. W^^. 
U 



BUT AHD REDEMPTION. 

C. M. 

1 In vain we seek for peace with God 

By methods of our own : 
Blest Saviour, nothing but Thy Blood 
Can bring us near the throne. 

2 'Tis Thy atoning Sacrifice 

Hath answered all demands; 
And peace and pardon from the skies 
Are blessings from Thy hands. 

3 'Tis by Thy Death we live, Lord ; 

'Tis on Thy Gross we rest : 
Forever be Thy Love adored, 
Thy Name forever blest. 

UnknoKn. 

99 a M. 

1 Lord, we confess onr numerous faults, 

How great our guilt has been : 
Foolish and vain were all our thoughts. 
And all our lives were sin. 

2 But, my soul, forever praise. 

Forever love His Name, 
Who turns thy feet from dangerous ways 
Of folly, sin and shame. 

3 *Ti8 not by works of righteousness 

Which our own hands have done ; 
But we are saved by sovereign grace 
Abounding through His Son. 

4 'Tis from the mercy of our Qod 

That all our hopes begin ; 
'Tis by the Water and the Blood 
Our souls are washed from sin. 

5 'Tis through the purchase of His Death 

Who hung upon the Tree, 
The Spirit is sent down to breathft 
On such dry bones as "WQ. 



REDEMPTION. 



6 Baised from the dead we live anew ; 
And, justified by grace, 
We shall appear in glory too. 
And see our Father's face. Watts, V 

100 PSALM 136. X 

1 Give to our God immortal praise ! 
Mercy and truth are all His ways. 
Wonders of grace to God belong : 
Repeat His mercies in your song. 

2 Give to the Lord of lords renown, 
The King of kings with glory crown. 
His mercies ever shall endure, 

When lords and kings are known no mc 

3 He sent His Son with power to save 

^ From guilt and darkness and the grave. 
Wonders of grace to God belong : 
Bepeat His mercies in your song. 

4 Through this vain world He guides our 
And leads us to His heavenly seat. 
His mercies ever shall endure. 

When this vain world shall be no more. 

Watta. 1 

101 i 

1 Father, how wide Thy glory sl^ines ! 
How high Thy wonders rise I 
Known through the earth by thousand si 
By thousands through the skies. 

3 Those mighty orbs proclaim Thy power. 
Their motions speak Thy skill ; 
And on the wings of every hour 
We read Thy patience still. 

9 But when we view Thy strange design 
To save rebelliouB worma, 
When jaatioe and oompaa«\oi[i ^oNa. 
Xq their divinoBt forms -, 

re 



me aying son atones; 

, the dear mysteries of His Cross ! 

Che triumph of His groans ! 

Watt8. 1709. 

H.M. 

Blow ye the tmmpet, blow, 
The gladly solemn sound; 
Let all the nations know. 
To earth's remotest bound ; 
The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

Jesus, our great High Priest, 
Hath full Atonement made : 
Ye weary spirits, rest. 
Ye mournful souls, be glad : 
The year of jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

Extol the Lamb of God, 



SIN AND REDEMPTION. 

5 The gospel trumpet hear, 

The news of heavenly grace j 
And, saved from earth, appear 
Before your Saviour's face. 
The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Beturn, ye ransomed sinners, home. 

C. Wesley, 1755. 

103 S.M. 

1 Grace ! 'tis a charming sound. 

Harmonious to the ear ! 
Heaven with the echo shall resound. 
And all the earth shall hear. 

2 Grace first contrived the way 

To save rebellious man j 
And all the steps that Grace display 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 

3 Grace led my roving feet 

To tread the heavenly road ; 
And new supplies each hour I meet, 
While pressing on to God. 

4 Grace all the work shall crown. 

Through everlasting days ; 
It lays in heaven the topmost stone. 
And well deserves the praise. 

Doddridge. 1755. 

104 C. M. 

1 Salvation, the joyful sound ! 

*Tis music to our ears ; 
A sovereign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin, 

At heirs dark door "w© \«k^ -^ 
But we arise by grace divVuft, 
To see a heavenly day . 



BSDEMPTI05. 

3 Saltation! lot the echo fly 
The spacious earth around ; 
While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound. 

Watta. 1709. a. 

105 C. M. 

1 THAT I had an angel's tongue, 

That I might loudly sing 
The wonders of redeeming Love, 
To Thee, my God and King ! 

2 liet the redeemed of the Lord ' 

Their thankful voices raise : 
Can we he dumb whilst angels sing 
Our great Redeemer's praise ? 

3 sing aloud in boundless grace, 

Which thus hath set thee free ; 
Extol with songs, my sav6d soul, 
Thy Savior's Love to thee. 

4 Give endless thanks to God, and say, 

What Love was this in Thee, 
That Thou hast not withheld Thy Son, 
Thine only Son, from me ! 

5 Thy deep and glorious counsels. Lord, 

With trembling I adore : 
Blessed, thrice blessed be my God, 
Blessed for evermore. 

John Mason. 16S3. a. . 

106 a M. 

1 What are the heavens, God of heaven ? 

Thou art more bright, more high : 
What are bright stars, and brighter saints, 
To Thy bright majesty? 

2 Thou'rt far above the songs of heaven, 

Sung by the holy ones ; 
And dost Thpji stoop and bow TViVtiQ ^o^x 
To a poor sinner's groans ? 

1^ 
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5 Thou hoard' Bt my p raj 

Whom Thou d oat hcB 

Lord, hear through tha 


r always: 
prevailing Nami 



1 All tho-t I was, my sin, my guilt. 
My death, una all my own ; 
All that I ata, I owo to Thee, 
My Eraoinna Ood, alone. 
S The evil of my former alato 
Was mine, and only mine; 
The good in whiuh I now rejoie* 
l8Thino,iiiid only Thine. 
I) The ditrkncta of my former stato, 
Tlio bondaea, nU woa mine; 
The light of life in which I 
Tha liberty, is Thine. 
4, Thy graoo first made me feol my i 
And taught ttio to liciiuvo ; 
Then la IxdiETing, peace I found. 



>Ik, 



5 All 



JiETint, peace I 
t I live, I live. 
™t I am, ore 



BEDEMPTION. 

8 CM. 

L I HEABD tlic voice of Jesus say. 
Come unto me and rest ; 
Lay down, tbou weary one, lay down 

Thy bead upon my breast. 
I eame to Jesus as I was, 

Weary, and worn, and sad ; 
I found in Him a resting place. 
And He has made me glad. 

2 I heard the roioe of Jesus say. 

Behold, I freely give 
The liring water ; thirsty one, 

Stoop down, and drink, and live. 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived. 

And now I live in Him. 

3 I heard the voioe of Jesus say, 

I am this dark world's Light ,* 
Look unto Me, thy morn shall rise. 

And all thy day be bright. 
I looked to Josus, and I found 

In Him my Star, my Sun ; 
And in that Light of life TU walk. 

Till travelling days are done. 

HoratiuB Bonar. 1856 

109 S. 

1 I WAS a wandering sheep, 

I did not love the fold ; 
I did not love my Shepherd's voice, 

I would not be controlled. 

I was a wayward child, 

I did not love my home; 
I did not love my Father's voice, 

I loved afar to roam. 



SIN AND REDEMPTION, 

/ 

2 The Shepherd sought His sheep, 
The Father sought His child ; 

They followed me o'er vale and hill, 
O'er deserts waste and wild ; 
They found me nigh to death, 
Famished, and faint, and lone; 

They bound me with the bands of love, 
They saved the wandering one. 

3 Jesus my Shepherd is, 
'Twas He that loved my soul, 

'Twas He that washed me in His Blood, 
'Twas He that made me whole. 
'Twas He that sought the lost, 
That found the wandering sheep ; 

'Twas He that brought me to the fold, 
'Tis He that still doth keep. 

4 I was a wandering sheep, 
I would not be controlled ; 

But now I love my Shepherd's voice, 

I love, I love the fold ! 

I was a wayward child, 

I once preferred to roam ; 
But now I love my Father's voice, 

I love, I love His home. 

Horaiiua Bonar, 18 

110 6 

1 Lord, with glowing heart I'd praise Thei 

For the bliss Thy Love bestows. 
For the pardoning grace that saves me, 

And the peace that from it flows. 
Help, God, my weak endeavor ; 

This dull soul to rapture raise 
Thou must light the flame^ or never 

Can my lore he warmed to praise. 



REDEMPTION. 

2 Praise, my soul, the (loil that thought thee, 

Wretched wanderer, far astray ; 
Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee 

From the paths of death away. 
Praise, with Iove*s devoutcst feeling, 

Him who saw thy guilt-bom fear. 
And, the light of ho])e revealing. 

Bade the blood-stained Cross appear. 

3 Lord, this bosom's ardent feeling 

Vainly would my lips express : 
Low before Thy footstool kneeling, 

Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless. 
Let Thy grace, my soul's chief treasure, 

Love's pure flame within me raise : 
And. since words can never measure, 

Let my life show forth Thy praise. 

Francis Scott Keif, 1826. 

Ill L. M. 

Christi Blut und GerechtigkeiU 

1 Lord, I believe were sinners more 
Than sands upon the ocean shore, 
For all Thou hast the ransom given. 
Purchased for all peace, life, and heaven. 

2 Lord, I believe the price is paid 

For every soul, the Atonement made; 
And every soul Thy grace may prove, 
Loved with an everlasting Love. 

3 Jesus, be endless praise to Thee, 
Whose boundless mercy hath for me, 
For me, and all Thine hands have made. 
An everlasting ransom paid. 

4 Ah, give to all Thy servants. Lord, . 
With power to speak Thy quickening Word, 
That sinners to Thy wounds may flee, 

And &nd eternal life in TWo. 



5 Thou Sod of pi 



r, ThoQ God of love, 



Tr. A'ichvlat Loui; Count Zi^iendarf. 1T3S. 

ADVENT. 

112 Irtitantit Adventum Dei. St 3tt 

1 The Advent of our Sod 

Our prayers most now employ, 

With hjnuiB orholy joj. 
S The eretlwting Son 

iDii&mate iood shall be : 
He viU a. eerront's form put on, 
Ta muke Hie people freo. 



i Ab Judge, in olouda of light. 
He will some dovn again. 
And all Uis soattered Bainta unite 
With Him in hearen to roign. 
' 5 Before that drendrnl day 

May all our ainH be gone; 

May the old mon be pot away, 

And the new man put on '■ 

From all the angel boat: 

Like praise be to the Father done. 

And to the Hal; Ghost. 

Jo\n ChandUr. \%al. 



ADYSNT. 

XS Jordanit Oras Frsevia. X. 3f. 

1 On Jordan's bank the Baptist's ery 
Announces that the Lord is nigh : 
Gome then and hearken, for He brings 
Glad tidings from the King of kings. 

2 Then cleansed be every breast from sin, 
Make straight the way for God within ! 
And let us all our hearts prepare 

For Christ to come and enter there. 

3 For Thou art our Salvation, Lord, 
Our Refuge and our great Reward. 
Without Thy grace our souls must fade, 
And wither like a flower decayed. 

4 Stretch forth Thy hand, to health restore. 
And make us rise, to fall no more: 
Once more upon Thy people shine, 

And fill the world with love divine. 

5 To Him who left the throne of heaven 
To save mankind, all praise be given : 
Like praise be to the Father done, 
And J&oly Spirit, Three in One. 

John Chandler, 1837. cu 

124 Vent, vent, £mmantiel. X. 3f» 

1 COME, come, Emmanuel, 

And ransom captive Israel, 

That mourns in lonely exile here. 

Until the Son of God appear. 

[Rejoice! rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall come to thee, Israel !] 

3 come, Thou Rod of Jesse, free 
Thine own from Satan's tyranny; 
From, depths of hell Thy people save. 
And give them victory o'er the grave. 
[Rejoice! rejoice! Emmanuel 
Shall oome to thee, iBTaicW^ 



^"b 




And oIoiB the path to mi aery. 

[Rejoioel rejoioo! Eminiuiael 
SbeJl come k> tlieo, Israel!] 



10 Id thee, len 



I!] 



■ Bpi'rits by ThiDe'Adlfent ha"^^ 
i drive avny the shades of night, 
1 pierrw thoalouda, uid bring at light! 

[Iteioiui ! rejoice ! Eniuianiitl 

Bhall comu to thuc, ItivuI !J 

Ftam John Jtfrwi-.i -Vtaia. 1851. 



Inn 



imbra desides. 



X.JU 



lipdccmer of a. Binful race, 
In |)itj henrken to tho groan 
Of those nbom sin bulb overtbi 



In Thee we elaim the ' 
3 To Gad tbo Bon, Krbo i 



Aoii Gnd the Fnthcr wc afloTo, 
rlDd Holy Ghost, for 6veTm"tB, 

John Olinniltv. \ftW 



ADVENT. 

J. IS Vox clara ecce intonat. S^ 7» 

1 Hark ! an awful voice is sounding : 

"Christ is nigh \" it seems to say 5 
" Cast away the dreams of darkness, 

ye children of the day V* 

2 Startled at the solemn warning, 

Let the earth-bound soul arise ; 

Christ, her Sun, all sloth dispelling, 

Shines upon the morning skies. 

3 Lo, the Lamb, so long expected. 

Comes with pardon down from heaven. 
Let us haste, with tears of sorrow, 
One and all, to be forgiven. 

4 So, when next He comes with glory, 

Wrapping all the earth in fear. 
With His mercy He may shield us, 
And with words of love draw near. 

5 Honor, glory, virtue, merit. 

To the Father and the Son, 
With the everlasting Spirit, 
While eternal ages run. 

Edward Caewall. 1848. a. 

117 7, 0. 

Wie soil ich Dich empfangen. 

1 HOW shall I receive Thee, 

How greet Thee, Lord, aright? 
All nations long to see Thee, 

My Hope, my heart's Delight! 
kindle. Lord most holy. 

Thy lamp within my breast, 
To do in spirit lowly 

All that may please Thee best. 

2 Thy Zion palms is strewing. 

And branches fresh and fair ; 
My heart, its powcra TftT\e,m\i%, 
An anthem sliaW TpTt^SbT^. 



%^ 



H; soul pats off her giidneea 
Th; glories to procliLiin ; 

With all bor itreDgth and gladness 
61« fain would serve Thy Name. 

3 I lay in fettors groaning, 

ThouoomBsttoBslmofreoI 
I stood, my shame bemoaning, 

Thoo oomeat to honor me 1 
A glorj Thou dost give me, 

A treasaresafe on high. 
Then wilt not fail nor leave me 

As earthly riohos By. 

4 liDve oauBed Thy incBraation, 

LoTB brought Thee down to me. 
Thy thirjt for mj salTation 

Prooared my liberty. 
Love beyond all telling. 

That led Thee to embraiw. 
Id love all lo 



He who alone can oheer you. 
Is standing at the door ; 

He brings Bis pity n^ar you, 
And bids you weep nr 



Am/, aiif, ihr Reichiffenotien. 
Ar[BE, the kingdom is at hand, 

The Sing is drawing nigh; 

Arise with joy, tbon faithful band, 

To meet the Lord mo»t hig\il 



JlOTBITT. 

2 Look up, ye souls weighed down with oare, 

The Sovereign is not far. 
Look up, faint hearts, from your despair, 
Behold the Morning Star I 

3 Look up, ye drooping hearts, to-day ! 

The King is very near : 
cast your griefs and fears away, 
For lo, your Help is here ! 

4 Hope, ye hroken hearts, at last ! 

The King comes on in might ; 
He loved us in the ages past, 
When we lay wrapped in night : 

5 Now fear and wrath to joy give place, 

Now are our sorrows o'er. 
Since God hath made us in His grace 
His children evermore. 

6 rich the gifts Thou bringest us. 

Thyself made poor and weak ; 

Love beyond compare that thus 
Can foes and sinners seek I 

7 For this we raise a gladsome voice 

On high to Thee alone. 
And evermore with thanks rejoice 
Before Thy glorious throne. 

From Mi88 Wtnkicorth, 185S. 
Tr, John RUU 1651. 

110 Ermuntert euck^ ihr Frommen, y, f>, 

1 Bbjoice, all ye believers, 

And let your lights appear ! 
The evening is advancing, 

And darker night is near. 
The Bridegroom is arising, 

And soon He draweth nigh. 
Up ! pray, and watch, and wrestle — 

At midnight cornea t\iQ ot'jX 



Will 
Ibem 



lallelujah 
■iaga-fca, 



The e"t«a wide open stand; 
Up. up, je heirs of glory; 

The Bridegroom is nt hiuidf 
3 Ye sainfs, who hero in paticncB 

Your oroBs and Bufferings Iwre, 
Shnll live and reign for ever, 

Around the throne of glnr; 
The Lamb ye alittll b.-liold, 

Your dindcDis of gold '. 
i Onr Hope and Expectation, 

Jeaua! now appear! 
Ariae, Thon Sun bo longed for. 

O'er this benighted sphere ! 
With hearts and hundn apUrted, 

Wo plead, Lord, to see 
The day of earth's redemption, 

"•"--- ■-^ nto Thee! 



That hi 



Tt. Lau 



., 1B53. 



30 Macht koch die ThUr. 

1 I.iyi up your hosds, JO mighty gates 1 
Bohold, the King of glory waits; 
Tho King oi kmga Ib drawing near. 

Life and aolvation He doth bring; 
Where fore rq'oioe, aud gladly sing. 
All pjaJae, [Fftther] God, \a TtB«\ 
Creator, wi» is Thj demeel 



i'. iroo. 
X.Jf. 



ADVENT. 

The Lord is just, a Helper tried, 
Mcroy is ever at Ills side ; 
His kingly erown is holiness, 
His sceptre, pity in distress. 
The end of all our woe He brings: 
Wherefore the earth is glad and sings, 
All praise, Son [of God], to Thee ! 
Saviour, great Thy deeds shall be ! 

0, blest the land, the city blest. 
Where Christ the Ruler is confest ! 
happy hearts and happy homes 
To whom this King in triumph comes ! 
The cloudless Sun of joy He is, 
Who bringeth pure delight and bliss : 
[All] praise, [0] Holy Ghost, to Thee ! 
Blest Spirit, for Thy comfort free I 

PART II. 

Fling wide the portals of your heart; 

Make it a temple, set apart 

From earthly use for heaven's employ. 

Adorned with prayer, and love, and joy. 

So shall your Sovereign enter in, 

And new and nobler life begin. 

All praise, [gracious] God, be Thine, 

For word, and deed, and grace divine ! 

Redeemer, come ! I open wide 
My heart to Thee ; here. Lord, abide 1 
Let me Thy inner presence feel, 
Thy grace and love in me reveal. 
Thy Holy Spirit guide us on. 
Until our glorious goal be won ! 
Eternal praise and [deathless] fame 
Be ofiered, Saviour, to Thy Name ! 

Mi88 Winkworih, 1855, 
Tr. George \Ye\%xel. V'K 



THE CHURCH YEAR. 

121 JS'un komm^ der Heiden HeUand, ys* 

1 Coke, Thou Saviour of our race. 
Choicest Gift of heavenly grace ! 
Thou blessed Virgin's Son, 
Be Thy race on earth begun. 

2 Not of mortal blood or birth, 

He descends from heaven to earth : 
By the Holy Ghost conceived, 
Truly man to be believed. 

3 Wondrous birth ! wondrous Child 
Of the Virgin undefiled ! 

Though by all the world disowned, 
Still to be in heaven enthroned. 

4 From the Father forth He came. 
And returneth to the same : 
Captive leading death and hell, — 
High the song of triumph swell. 

5 Equal to the Father now. 

Though to dust Thou once didst bow ; 
Boundless shall Thy kingdom be ,* 
When shall we its glories see ? 

6 Brightly doth Thy manger shine ; 
Glorious is its light divine : 

Let not sin o'ercloud this light. 
Ever be our faith thus bright. 

William M, Reynolds, 1850. 
Tr, Martin Luther, d, 1546. 
From Ambrose, d. 887. 

122 L. M. 

1 HosANKA to the living Lord ! 
Hosanna to the Incarnate Word ! 
To Christy Creator, Saviour, King, 
Zet earth, let iieaven Hosanna sins. 



ADTEKT. 

2 Saviour, with protecting care, 
Beturn to this Thy house of prayer; 
Where we, assemhied in Thy Name, 
Thy sacred parting promise claim. 

3 But chiefest, in our cleansed breast. 
Bid Thine eternal Spirit rest. 

And make our secret soul to be 
A temple pure, and worthy Thee. 

4 So in the last and dreadful day. 

When earth and heaven shall melt away, 
Thy flock, redeemed from sinful stain. 
Shall swell the sound of praise again. 

Reginald Heher, 1827. ft. 

123 PSALM 72. 7, 6. 

1 Hail to the Lord's Anointed, 

Great David's greater Son ! 
Hail, in the time appointed. 

His reign on eartn begun ! 
He comes to break oppression, 

To set the captive free ; 
To take away transgression, 

And rule in equity. 

2 He comes with succor speedy 

To those who suffer wrong ; 
To help the poor and needy. 

And bid the weak be strong ; 
To give them songs for sighingj 

Their darkness turn to ligh^ 
Whose souls, condemned and dying, 

Were precious in His sight. 

3 He shall come down like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth ; 
And love, joy, hope, like flowers^ 
Spring in HispatYv. \iO\]\x^i)Ei. 











Before Bim, on the mountam^ 
Shall peiwe, the herald, go; 

Piiom hill lu vbUoj auw. 




i For Him ahall prttjer unoeaaing 

And^aily vowaaaoend; 
Hia kingdom atiU inoreaaing, 

A kingdom without ond. 
Tho tide of time shiill never 

Hiacavonmitmnovci 
Hl» Name sball stand for over; 

That Name to na !a Ldtb. 




124 c. a 

1 HAitK, the glad Bound, the Saviour comoa. 
The Saviour promiaed long 1 
1 Let evcrj- heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song. 




2 On Him the Spirit, largol; poured, 
ExorteHiasRcredflre; 
Wiadom and might, and seal and lovo, 
Hia holy breaat inspire. 




3 He oomea tho priaoners to rdea«e, 
In SaUD'a bondage held; 
The gates of braaa before Him buret. 
The iron fettora yield. 




4 Ho oomea from thiekost films of vies 
To elear the mental lay, 
And on tho eyoballa of the blind 
To pour eeJeatia! day. 




S Ha eomoa, tbo broken heart to hind. 
The bleeding soul to cure, 
And wilb the trcaaurcs of Hil gmca 



To imricb Ibe IiuDible poor. 



ADVENT. 



fmf 
4 • 



6 Our glad hof»annah.>», Prince of Peace ! 
Tbj wolcomo nhall proclaim ; 
And heaven's otornal arches ring 
With Thy beloved Name. 

Doddridge. 1755. 

Light of those whose dreary dwelling 
Borders on the shades of death, 

Come, and by Thy Love's revealing, 
Dissipate the cloads beneath. 

Thou, new heaven and earth's Creator, 

In our deepest darkness rise ; 
Scattering all the night of nature, 

Pouring eyesight on our eyes. 

Still we wait for Thine appearing : 
Life and joy Thy beams impart, 

Chasing all our fears, and cheering 
Every poor, benighted heart. 

Come, and manifest the favor 
God hath for our ransomed race ; 

Come, Thou mighty Prince and Savior, 
Come, and bring the Gospel grace. 

By Thine all-restoring merit, 

Every burdened soul release ; 
Every weary, wandering spirit 

Guide into Thy perfect peace. 

C. Wealei/ 



Come, Thou long-expected Jesus, 

Bom to set Thy people free ; 
From our fears and sins release U8, 

Let us find our rest in Thee. 
Israel's Strength and Consolation, 

Hope of all the earth Jf hou art ; 
Dear Desire of evwy \i^\,\Q\i, 

Joy of every \oii^\ii^\ift^x\.. 



1745. a. 



4 • 
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! Bom Thy people to deliver ; 
Born B. Child, md yet b, King; 
Born to reign in us foreTer, 

Kow Tb; gracious kingdom bring. 
By Thine own eternal Smrit, 

Rule in all our heorta alone; 
By Thine »li-anffioient merit, 
Ku>e ni to Thy glorlong tbrona. 

C. Wealeg. 1T«. 



97 8, 7. 

1 IIabe I itbut m«an tboee holy loiccs, 

Sweetly sounding through the skies T 
Lo I the angelic host rejoices ; 
HeoTeoly hallelujabg rise. 

2 Listen to the wondrous story, 

Which they chant in hymns of joy ; 
"Glory in the highest, glory ! 
Olory bo to Qud mOEt high! 



Braciiing far as man is foand ; 
Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven; 
Loud our golden harps shall sound. 

"Christ is born, the grcnt Anointed ; 

Heaven and earth, ilis praises sing ! 
receive whom Ood appointed 

For your Prophet, Priest, and King. 

"Hasten, mortals, to adore Him; 



4 



CHBISTMAB. 

) Let 118 learn the wondrous story 
Of our great Redeemer's birth ; 
Spread the brightness of His glory. 
Till it cover all the earth. 

John Catoood. 1814. 

/**" . /luu error snail aeoay, 

And Christ shall wield His sceptre, 
Our Lord and God for aye. 

John Mcuon Neale, 1862. a. 
Tr, Anatolius, aJb, 450. 

131 Vom Himmel hack da komm ich hir. JLm JMT. 

1 Good news from heaven the angels bring. 
Glad tidings to the earth they sing : 

To us this day a Child is given, 

To crown us with the joy of heaven. 

2 This is the Christ, our God and Lord, 
Who in all need shall aid afford : 

He will Himself our Saviour be, 
From all our sins to set us free. 

3 To us that blessedness He brings, 
Which from the Father's bounty springs : 
That in the heavenly realm we may 
With Him enjoy eternal day. 

4 All hail, Thou noble Guest, this mom. 
Whose Love did not the sinner scorn : 
In my distress Thou comest to me ; 
What thanks shall I return to Thee ? 

5 Were earth a thousand times as fair. 
Beset with gold and jewels rare. 
She yet were far too poor to be 

A narrow cradle, Lord, for Thee. 

6 Ah, dearest Jesus, holy Child, 
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled, 

' Within my heart, that it may be 
A, quiet obtunber kept for Thee. 



7 PnuBo God upon Hi* henvenly throne, 
Who gaTB to UB HiE onlj Son : 
For tbln His hoatn, on joyful wing, 
A blsat New Year of mcic; sing. 

From Anhar Toier ShikU. 1» 

And Mi- Wiakwortlt. IB 

Tr. MarHa Ltilher. IMS. 

J.33 Wir lingat Dir, Ivaaaroitl. Zi 

1 Emnanufll I wo Bing Thy praiBe, 

Thoa Prinoo of Lift ! Thou Fount of Grao 

With all Thy eainfs, Thoo, Lord, wo singi 



mnya 



hegnn h 



rt hath Ig 



2 E'er 
Mow . 

And Thou, long-eipected Gne 
Haet oome at laet to make ns blest I 

3 Now art Thon here : m know Tbce no 
In lowl; mangor licst Thun ; 

A Child, yet makcat all tbingB great; 
Poor, jot IB eartti Thy robs of state. 

i Now foarloBB I can look on Thee : 
From Bin and grief Thou aet'st me fre« 
Thou bearcat wiath, Thou conqucroBt c 
Pdbj tnma to joy Thy glance beneath, 

b Tbon art my Head, aj Lord divine : 
I a>a Thy member, wholly Thine; 
And in Thy Spirit's alrcngth would sli 
Sen-a Thoe aooording to Thy will. 

6 ThnB wiU I sing Thy praises here, 
With Joyful spirit year by year : 
And they shall sound before Thy thror 
Where time nor number mure is knowi 



CHRISTMAS. 

13 PSALM 98. C M. 

>0T to the world ; the Lord is come I 

Lft earth reoeire her King. 
Let eTery heart prepare Him room, 

And heaven and nature sing. 

I Joy to the earth ; the Savionr reigns I 
Let men their songs employ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains, 
Kepeat the sounding joy. 

3 Ko more let sins and sorrows grow, 

Nor thorns infest the ground. 
He comes to make His blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found. 

4 He rules the world with truth and grace, 

And makes the nations prove 
The glories of His Righteousness, 
And wonders of His Love. [ Watt9. 1719. 

134 Du toesentliches Wort. 8m JSf* 

1 Saviour of our race. 

Welcome indeed Thou art, 
Blessed Redeemer, Fount of grace, 
To this my longing heart I 

2 Light of the world, abide 

Through faith within my heart; 
Leave me to seek no other guide. 
Nor e'er from Thee depart. 

3 Thou art the Life, Lord I 

Sole Light of life Thou art ! 
Let not Thy glorious rays be poured 
Li vain on my dark heart. 



G^^^' Tnto tHe perfect day |t^oKfc.>5 
1 And TV»ou V>e8« ^ee 

ft That I «^*y/^L in ^e*^ • 
Help ^Vs't^orn ^y P^ 
So l^f« S Tb^ig^t eudlesB year. 



.irXW TEAR. 

136 L. M. 

1 Qreat God! we sing that mighty Hand, 
By which supported still wo stand : 
The opening year Thy mercy shows ; 
Let mercy crown it, till it close. 

2 B J day, by night, at home, abroad, 
, Btill we are guarded by our God ,* 

By His incessant bounty fed. 
By Ilis unerring counsel led. 

8 With grateful hearts the past wo own ; 
The future, all to us unknown, 
"We to Thy guardian care commit, 
And, peaceful, leave before Thy feet. 

4 In scenes exalted or dq)rcst, 

Be Thou our joy, and Thou our rest ; 
Thy goodness aJl our hopes shall raise, 
Adored through all our changing days. 

5 When death shall interrupt our songs, 
And seal in silence mortal tongues; 
Our Helper God, in whom we trust. 
In better worlds our souls shall boast. 

Doddridfje, 1755. 

137 7s. 

1 For Thy mercy and Thy grace, 

Constant through another year, 
Hear our song of thankfulness : 
Father and Redeemer, hear. 

2 In our weakness and distress, 

Rook of strength ! be Thou our Stay : 
In the pathless wilderness, 
Be our true and living Way. 

3 Which of us death's awful road 

In the coming year shall tread ? 
With Thy rod and staff, God, 
. Comfort Thou his dying bed. 



EPIPHANY. 

2 Once far off, but now invited, 

We approach Th j sacred throne ; 
In Thy covenant united, 

Reconciled, redeemed, made one. 
Now revealed to eastern sages, 

See the star of mercy shine ; 
Mystery hid in former ages, 

Mystery great of Love divine. 

3 Hail, Tliou all-inviting Saviour ! 

Gentiles now their offerings, bring; 
In Thy temple seek Thy favor, 

Jesus Christ, our Lord and King. 
May we, body, soul and spirit. 

Live devoted to Thy praise. 
Glorious realms of bliss inherit, 

Grateful anthems ever raise. 

Robert Eobinson, ab. 1780. 

At that manger ruae ana oUre; ^^ -* "»- 
So may we, with holy joy, 
Pure and free from sin's alloy, 
All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ I to Thee, our heavenly King. 

4 Holy Jesus ! every day 
Keep us in the narrow way; 
And, when earthly things are past, 
Bring our ransomed souls at last 
Where they need no star to guide, 
Where no clouds Thy glory hide. 

In the heavenly country bright 
Need they no created light : 
Thou its Light, its Joy, its Crown, 
Thou its Sun which goes not down ; 
There for ever may we sing 
Hallelujahs to our King. 

William: Chattertoiv Dvx, \Wi. 
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5 So within Tby palaoe gat« 

IVb shall pralaa, OD golden atr 
Thee, the ooly Potentate, 

Lord of lord!, and Kins of hii 
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1 Wbilb nith ceaaeleBe coaree t 
HuUd throngh the fanner : 
Many booIb their raoe haTO m 
Never more to meet na here 
Fixed id an eternal etate, 
They haTe done with all bol 
b Here Cehald the Day-Bpring rise. 
Pouring eje-sight on jour oyoB : 
God in HiB own light Burrey, 
Shining to the perfect day. 
6 Sing, ye morning atare again t 
God descends on earth to reign: 
Deigns for man His life to employ : 
Shout, ye aona of God, tot joy. 

C. WtOtf. 



Gentiles now. Thy grai 

In Thy courts admisBio'n find. 
Qratoful now we fall before The% 

In Thy Chur 



FraiM Tbj tratb, adore 
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EPIPHANY. 

2 Once far off, but now invited, 

We approach Thy sacred throne ; 
In Thy ooyenant united, 

Beconciled, redeemed, made one. 
Now revealed to eastern sages. 

See the star of mercy shine } 
Mystery hid in former ages, 

Mystery great of Love divine. 

3 Hail, Thou all-inviting Saviour ! 

Gentiles now their offerings bring; 
In Thy temple seek Thy favor, 

Jesus Christ, our Lord and King. 
May we, body, soul and spirit. 

Live devoted to Thy praise. 
Glorious realms of bliss inherit. 

Grateful anthems ever raise. 

Robert Robinson, ab, 1780. 

[^2 Werde Licht du Volk der Heiden, 7«. 

1 All ye gentile lands awake ! 

Thou, Salem, rise and shine ! 
See the Day-spring o'er you break, 

Heralding a morn divine ; 
Telling, God hath called to mind 
Those who long in darkness pined. 

2 Lo, the shadows flee away. 

For our Light is come at length. 
Brighter than all earthly day. 

Source of being, life and strength. 
Whoso on this Light would gaze, 
Must forsake all evil ways. 

3 Tee, the glory of the Lord 

Hath arisen on us to-day ! 
We have seen the light outpoured. 

That must surely drive. away 
All things that to night belong, 
All the m4 earth's woq aud vr\OTi.T» 



t Tby ariaing, Lord, aliii!l fill 

All my thougbls in sorrow's hour ; 
Thv arising, Lord, shall alill 

All my dread of death's dark powe 
ThroDEh mj smiles sod through my I 
Btill T&y light, Lord, appears. 
5 Let me. Lord, in peace depart 
Prom this evil norld to Thee ! 
Where ThysBlf sole brightness »rt, 
Thou hnsl kept o tilaoe for mo ; 
In the radiaot city luero, 
Crairna of light Tby saints shall wea 
Miai Wi»)acor 
Tr. Jah. 

143 J^ffU Chritte, KtthTea Liehf. 
I CnnrsT, our true and only Light, 
Illamine those who fit in night; 
Lot thosa afar now busr Thy ■ 
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XPIPHANT. 

6 So they with ns may evermore 
Saoh grace with wondering thanks adore. 
And endless praise to Thee be given, 
By all Thy Church in earth and heaven. 

Mt9s Winkioorth. 1858. 

Tr, John Hermann, 1630. 

144 H.M. 

1 Gbbat Father of mankind, 
We bless that wondrous grace 
"Which could for Gentiles find 
Within Thy courts a place. 



How kind the care 
Oar God displays, 



For us to raise 

A house of prayer ! 



2 Though once estranged far, 
We now approach the throne; 
For Jesus brings us near, 
And makes our cause His own : 



And find our home, 
And rest secure. 



Strangers no more, 
To Thee we come, 

3 To Thee our souls we join. 
And love Thy sacred Name; 
No more our own, but Thine, 
We triumph in Thy claim. 



Our souls embrace. 
Thy titles sing. 



Our Father-King, 
Thy covenant grace 

4 May all the nations throng 
Td worship in Thy house j 
And Thou attend the song, 
And smile upon their vows; 



Indulgent still. 
Till earth conspire 



To join the choir 
On Zion's hill. 

Doddridge, 1755. 

145 H.M. 

1 Arise, God, and shine, 
In all Thy Bav'mg m\^\., 
And prosper each, d^sv^xi 



^S^<^ 



^^'^u^B ^r"*^^" w^T^^' ■ 

^•'* ^ , !or* ,\W» * vet «^ . , ,5 



PBEflBNTATIOK OF CHRIST. 

8 Jesus, by Thy Presentation, 

Thou who didst for us endure, 
Hake us see our great salvation, 

Seal us with Thy promise sure; 
And present us, in Thy glory, 

To Thy Father, cleansed and pure, 

Unknown. 1867. 

147 fferr Jesu, Licht der Heiden,- 8* JH* 

1 Light of the gentile world ! 
Thy people's joy and love ! 

Drawn by Thy Spirit we are come 

Thy presence. Lord, to prove. 

Within Thy temple walls 

We wait with earnest mind, 
As Simeon waited long of old. 

His Saviour God to find. 

2 Thou wilt be found of us, 
Lord, in every place, 

Where Thou hast promised faithftxlly 

We should behold Thy face. 

Thou yet dost suffer us 

Who oft are gathered here, 
To bear Thee in the arms of faith, 

As once that aged seer. 

3 Be Thou our Bliss, our Light, 
Shining 'mid pain and loss. 

Our Sun of strength in time of fear, 

The glory round our cross : 

A glow in sinking hearts, 

A sunbeam in distress. 
Physician, nurse, in sickness' hours. 

In death our happiness ! 

4 let us. Lord, prevail 
With Simeon at the last ; 

Haj we take up his dying aoiig 
When life is waning iaaV.. 



ViV 



THE CHURCH YEAR. 

''Let me depart in peace, 
Since that mine aged eyes 
Have seen the Saviour here on earth, 
Have seen His glory rise." 

5 Yes, with the eye of faith 

My Jesus I behold ; 
No foe can rob me of my Lord, 

Though fierce his threats and bold. 

I dwell within Thy heart. 

Thou dost in mine abide ; 
Not sorrow, pain, nor death itself. 

Can tear me from Thy side. 

Miss Winktcorih. 1855. 
Tr. John Franch, 1674. 

EXAMPLE AND TEACHING OP CHRIST. 

14:8 L. M. 

1 My dear Redeemer, and my Lord I 
I read my dtaty in Thy Word : 
But in Thy life the law appears 
Drawn out in living characters. 

2 Such was Thy truth, and such Thy xeal. 
Such deference to Thy Father's will. 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 

I would transcribe and make them mine. 

3 Cold mountains and the midnight air 
Witnessed the fervor of Thy prayer : 
The desert Thy temptations knew. 
Thy conflict, and Thy victory too. 

4 Be Thou my pattern ; make me bear 
More of Thy gracious image here. 
Then Ood the Judge shall own my name 

Among the followers of thelkamX). 

Walts. Vl^'^. 
IJ2 



'example or CHRIST. 



149 a M. 

1 Behold, where in a mortal form 

Appears each grace divine ! 
The virtues, all in Jesus met, 
With mildest radiance shine. 

2 To spread the rays of heavenly light, 

To give the mourner joy, 
To preach glad tidings to the poor, 
Was His divine employ. 

3 'Midst keen reproach and cruel scorn, 

Patient and meek He stood. 
His foes, ungrateful, sought His life; 
He labored for their good. 

4 In the last hour of deep distress, 

Before His Father's throve. 
With soul resigned He bowed, and said, 
" Thy will, not mine, be done !" 

5 Be Christ our Pattern and our Guide ! 

His image may we bear ! 
may we tread His holy steps. 
His joy and glory share ! 

William Enfield. 1772. a, 

160 a M. 

1 In duties and in sufferings too 

Thy path, my Lord, I'd tread j 
As Thou hast done, so would I do. 
Depending on Thy grace. 

2 With earnest zeal, 'twas Thy delight 

To do Thy Father's will j 
may that zeal my love excite 
Thy precepts to fulfil ! 

3 Unsullied meekness, truth and love, 

Through all Thy conduct shine ; 
may my whole deportment prove 
A copy, Lord, of T\imo\ 

Benjaoivn. Beddome. \'^\'^. ^ 
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EXAMPLE AND TEACHING OP CHRIST. 

4 Cheered by its beams, our souls 

Shall run the heavenly way. 
The path which Thou hast marked and trod 

shall lead to endless day. 

John Needham, 1768. a. 

133 78. 

1 Feeble, helpless, how shall I 
Learn to live and learn to die ? 
"Who, God, my guide shall be ? 
Who shall lead Thy child to Thee? 

2 Blessed Father, gracious One, 
Thou hast sent Thy holy Son ; 
He will give the light I need, 
He my trembling steps will lead. 

3 Through this world, uncertain, dim, 
Let me ever lean on Him ; 

From His precepts wisdom draw. 
Make His life my solemn law. 

4 Thus in deed, and thought, and word. 
Led by Jesus Christ the Lord, 

In my weakness, thus shall I 
Learn to live and learn to die. 

William H, Fumesi. 1844. 

THE PASSION. 

1S4 8, 7. 

1 In the Cross of Christ I glory. 

Towering o'er the wrecks of time ; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

2 When the woes of life overtake me, 

Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 
Never ah&ll the Cross f orsaWe me *, 
Lo I it glows with peace Mi^ ^0-5 . 



3 IVTien the eun of bliM ig beaming 

Light aad lave apao mj wa^, 

Fiom the Croes the rBilianee ~'~ 



Pence ia there th»t linows no meiBure, 
Jdjs that through (ii time »hid«. 

^i> John BoaHitg. 182 



Not all the blood of b«aati, 



My fiith wonld lay her hand 
On that dear head of Thino, 
bile like ■ penitent I at^nd. 



5 Beliering, wi 

To see the en 

We bleai the Lan 



1S6 a p. M 

1 O Tboh who didrt Thy glory leave. 
Apostate gianera \o rettieie 
Froia Dature'a deadly faU, 



THB PASSIOK. 

Tboa hast redeemed me with a price, 
Nor shall my sins' in jadgmeiit rise. 
For Thon hast home them all. 

2 Jesus was pnnished in my stead, 
Without the gate my Surety bled, 

To expiate my stain ; 
On earth tne Godhead deigned to dwell, 
And made of infinite avail 

The sufferings of the Man, 

3 Behold the Lord for rebels given ! 
Behold, the incarnate King of heaven 

Did for His foes expire ! 
Amazed, earth, the tidings hear ; 
He bore, that we might never bear 

His Father's righteous ire. 

4 Ye saints, the Man of sorrows bless. 
The God, for your unrighteousness. 

Deputed to atone : 
Praise Him, till, with the heavenly throng. 
Ye sing the never-ending song. 

And see Him on His throne. 

Augustus Montague Toplady, 1759. a. 

li^7 a M. 

1 There is a fountain filled with blood 

Drawn from Immanucl's veins; 
And sinners, plunged beneath that flood. 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day; 
And there may I, as vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away! 

5 Dear dying Lamb, Thy precious Blood 

Shall never lose its power. 
Till all the ransomed Church of God 
Be BBved, to sin no moie. 




* E'sr einoe, by faith, I Ban the stcaun 
Thy flowing iroundj lupply, 
Bedeeming Lore hu been my tbeme. 
And shall be tiU I die. 

I'll aing Thy power to iaro,' 
When thii poor lisping, Btammering tongn* 

S Lord, I believe Thou hut prepared 
(Unworthy though I be) 
For me a blood-bought free reward, ' 
A goIdED b»rp for ma 1 
7 'lis Btmng and taned for eadleia yean. 
And formed by power divine 
To sound in God the Father's earl 
No other name bat Thine. 

Williait Cov^tr. 1719. a. 

IBS 78. 

I DiTBT and ashcB, sin and guilt, — 
CoRiBT, for me Thy Blood waa spilt; 
Cleanse Tboa me fram guilt and sin, 
Mafce me pure witbont, within; 
Soul and body, at Thy word. 
Be Co saving health restored. 

3 Fleeh and blood, thii mortal frame. 
Thou wort pleased to wear the same: 
Though Thy nature was dlvioe. 
Thou dldBt coadeeeend to mine. 
Let me for Thy meroy'i sake, 
Thy Divinity partake. 

3 From the ruins of the Fall, 
Me to graoe and glory oaJl: 
He, Lord mj Righteousness 1 
With Thine image re-impre>s. 
Thou didst stoop to earth for me : 
Baise me up to aeaTen'wiUL Thae. 
lis Janu Hoiklaomerii. "UA^. 



THE PA88I0X. 

tg9 8, 7, 7. 

1 Who is this that oomes from Edom, 

All His raiment stained with blood. 
To the eaptive speaking freedom, 

Bringing and bestowing good; 
Glorious in the garb He wears, 
Glorious in the spoil He bears ? 

2 'Tis the Sariour, now rictorions, 

Trarelling onward in His might ; 
'Tis the Saviour; how glorious 

To His people is the sight ! 
Satan conquered and the grave, 
Jesus now is strong to save. 

3 Mighty Victor ! reign forever, 

Wear the crown so dearly won ; 
Never shall Thy people, never, 

Cease to sing what Thou hast done : 
Thou hast fought Thy people's foes ; 
Thou hast healed Thy pe|f>le's woes. 

Thomas Kelly. 1809. a. 

ISO I'fO' Justa Conditoris. 8f 7f 7» 

1 He who once, in righteous vengeance, 

Whelmed the world beneath the flood, 
Onoe again in mercy cleansed it 

With the stream of His own Blood, 
Coming from His throne on high 
On the painful Cross to die. 

2 the wisdom of the Eternal ! 

the depth of Love divine ! 
the sweetness of that mercy 

Which in Jesus Christ doth shine ! 
We were sinners doomed to die ; 
Jeans paid the penalty. 



Cry aloud, and plead our <wiu« ; 






i PiiDce and Aatbor of at 

Lord of mBJeatj Buprei 

JoBua: praise to Thee be 

By the world Thou didst redeem: 
Glory to the Father be, 
And the Spirit, Oae with Thee. 

EdKard Cancall. ISJ 



1 Otonr be to JesuB, 

Who, ID bitter paing, 

Poured for me the life-blood 

From HU sacred Teias 1 

2 QracDand life eternal 



3 Blest through eodleu a^ei 
Be the preciODl stream. 
Which from endless tormeob 
Did tha world redeem I 
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i Oft ai earth exalting 

Wafte its praiBB onUi^^i, 
Angel boats l^uicing 
Usks their g\a4 iep\j. 



THB PASSIOir. 

6 Lift we then our voioes, 
Swell the mighty flood ; 
Louder still, and louder 
Praise the preoions Blood ! 

Edward CanoalL 1858. 

16^ a M. 

1 Come let us join our cheerful songs 

With angels round the throne. 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues. 
But all their joys are one. 

2 "Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

"To be exalted thus." 
•* Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply. 
For He was slain for us. 

3 Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honor and power divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give. 
Be, Lord, forever Thine. 

4 Let all that dwell above the sky. 

And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspire to lift Thy glories high. 
And speak Thine endless praise ! 

5 The whole creation join in one. 

To bless the sacred Name 
Of Him that sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. WatU, 1709. 

163 a M. 

1 Now to the Lamb that once was slain 

Be endless blessings paid ; 
Salvation, glory, joy, remain 
For ever on Thy head ! 

2 Thou hast redeemed our souls with Blood, 

Hast set the prisoners free, 
Hast made us kings and priests to God, 
And we shall reign witYiTYi^b. 'WoMa.W^^ . 
5 ^Y 



PASSION WEEK. 

2 Ride on, ride on in majesty ! 
The angel armies of the sky 

Look down with sad and wondering eyes, 
To see the approaching Saorifico. 

3 Bide on, ride on in majesty ! 

- Thy last and fiercest strife is nigh : 
The Father on his sapphire throne 
Awaits His own anointed Son. 

4 Bide on, ride on in majesty ! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die ! 
Bow Thy meek head to mortal pain. 
Then take, God, Thy power, and reign. 

Henry Hart Milman, 1827. a 

167 8, 

1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 

Which before the Gross I spend. 
Life, and health, and peace possessing, 
From the sinner's dying Briend. 

2 Here I rest, forever viewing 

Mercy streaming in His Blood ; 
Precious drops, my soul bedewing, 
Plead and claim niy peace with God. 

3 Truly blessed is this station, 

Low before His Cross to lie ; 
While I see divine compassion 
Beaming in His gracious eye. 

4 Love and grief my heart dividing, 

With my tears His feet I bathe ; 
Constant still, in faith abiding^ 
Life deriving from His death. 

f> Lord, in ceaseless contemplation, 
Fix my thankful heart on Thee, 
Till I taste Thy full salvation. 
And Thine unveiled glory see. 



THE CHURCH YEAR. 

168 Isaiah 53. C M. 

1 The Saviour comes ! no outward pomp 

Bespeaks His presence nigh ; 
No earthly beauty shines in Him 
To draw the carnal eye. 

2 Bejectcd and despised of men, 

Behold a Man of woe ! 
And grief His close companion still 
Through all His life below ! 

3 Yet all the griefs He felt were ours, 

Ours were the woes He bore : 
Pangs, not His own, His spotless soul 
With bitter anguish tore. • 

4 We held Him as condemned of heaven. 

An outcast from His God ; 
While for our sins He groaned, he bled. 
Beneath His Father's rod. 

5 His sacred Blood hath washed our souls 

From sin's polluting stain ; 
His stripes have healed us, and His Death 
Reyived our souls again. 

6 We all, like sheep, had gone astray 

In ruin's fatal road : 
On Him were our transgressions laid ; 
He bore the mighty load. 

7 He died to bear the guilt of men, 

•That sin might be forgiyen : 
He liyes to bless them and defend, 
And plead their cause in heaven. 

William Jiobertaon, d. 1743. 

169 8, 7. 

1 Hail, Thou once despised Jesus ! 
Hail, Thou Galilean King! 
Thon didst suffer to release us ; 
ThovL didst free Balvalion \>i\uft. 



O'er tho dreadful sacrifice ; 
Listen to our humble orv, 
lIcnruureQlvmn LUanrl 
I By Tliy H-xp expiring groi 
liv tho M,l ci-niiU™! .fon 
IIo (o liberty restored ns 



i IVbea His painful life nas ended, 

Wben tho f pear traneflxcd Ilia side: 
Bloud and wuUr thence dcsiwnded, 
PuurlDg forth a. doabla tide; 

This (o clenuse us, 

Tbat to heal us, is applied. 

5 Jesue! may Tby proDili<i^J blessing 

Comfort to unr souls afford ; 

Majr ite, noir Thy Love possessing, 

And at length our fulfrenard. 

Ever praise Thee. 
As our ever-glorioos Lord '. 
J<.h« Chandler. ISriT. n. 
Tr. SiAMoUxit Jfualorianus, nt, \^^'^. 
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THE CHVBCH TEAR. 

!77 O ffaupt Will Blttt und Wunden. 7f 6, 

1 BACRED Head, now wounded. 

With grief and shame weighed down, 
Now scomfnllj surrounded 

With thorns, Thy only erown ! 
saered Head^ what glory, 

What bliss, till now, was Thine ! 
Tety though demised and gory, 

I joy to call ^ee mine. 

2 How art Thou pale with anguish. 

With sore abuse and scorn J 
How does that visage languish, 

Which once was bright as morn ! 
What Thou, ray Lord, hast suffered. 

Was all for sinners' gain ; 
Mine, mine was the transgression. 

But Thine the deadly pain. 

3 Lo, here I fall, my Sarionr ! 

'Tis I deserve Thy place ! 
Look on me with Thy favor, 

Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 
Receive me, my Redeemer ; 

My Shepl&erd, make me Thine ! 
Of every good the Fountain, 

Thou art the Spring of mine ! 

4 What language shall I borrow 

To thank Thee, dearest Friend, 
For this Thy dying sorrow. 

Thy pity without end ! 
make me. Thine for ever. 

And should I fainting be, 
Lord^ let me never, never 

Outlive mj love to Thee. 




[■bonlilk'BieTbGC; 



im«> IT. AIr:iandcr. 1840. a. 
r.Paul GerUlrdl. 163B. 
ruw Ben.ard of Claircau^r, 1 
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Christ B 



!t akep within the 1 



! Pierce and dcudly w>b the anguish 

Which on yonder Crow Ho boroi 

How did Boni und body lunguish 

Till the toil of death vas o'er ! 

Bnt (hut toil, so fleri^o nnd dreed, 

Bruiaed and oraahed tha serpeaf s I 



3 Close nnd atill the cell that holds Him 
White in hrirf repose Uo lies ; 
J) Iho Blamber (hftt enFolda Him, 
lo iVom mortiil eyes; 



Deep (he el 
Veiled m 



1 We tbia night with pliiii 

Chant Hia requiem so 

I ^f>;~r .(ruins of load n 

179 

1 Behold the ams 

The Bavior liftei 

Behold the Son of Q< 

Sxpite ia agoa; 
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THE CHURCH YEAH. 

4 Were the whole realm of ^J^t^J^ ^}^«' 
That were a tribute far too small, 
Love so amazing, so divine. 

Demands my soul, my life, my all^^ 

Ana all in torture died ; 
'Twas Love that bowed His fainting hea 

And oped His gushing side. 
4 Drawn by such cords as these, 

Let all the'world combine, 
With cheerful ardor, to confess 

The energy divine. 

How SoeS'that visage languish, 
Which once was bright as morn ! 

What Thou, ray Lord, hast suffered, 
Was all for sinners' gain ; 

Mine, mine was the transgression, 
But Thine the deadly pain. 

3 Lo, here I fall, my Saviour ! 

'Tis I deserve Thy place ! 
Look on me with Thy favor, 

Vouchsafe to me Thy graee. 
Reeeive me, my Redeemer ; 

My Shepl&erd, make me Thine ! 
Of every good the Fountain, 

Thou art the Spring of mine ! 

4 What language shall I borrow 

To th ank T hee, dearest Friend, 

i or man the creature's sin ! 
4 Thus might I hide my blushing face, 
While His dear cross appears ; 
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt my eyes in tears. 




GOOD FRIDAY. 

5 But drops of grief can no'oi 
The debt of love I owe. 
Here, Lord, I give myaclf a 
'Tis all that I can do. [ 

•l» i%ninmmnm»,.m 



EASTER EVE. 

184 6 

1 All is o'er, the pain, the sorrow, 

Human taunts and Satan's spite ; 
Death shall be despoiled to-morrow 

Of the prey ho grasps to-night ; 
Yet once more, to seal his doom, 
Christ must sleep within the tomb. 

2 Fierce and deadly was the anguish 

"Which on yonder Cross He core; 
How did soul and body languish 

Till the toil of death was o'er ! 
But that toil, so fierce and dread, 
Bruised and ornshcd the serpent's hea 

3 Close and still the cell that holds Him 

While in brief repose He lies ; 
Deep the slumber tnat enfolds Him, 

Veiled awhile Arom mortal eyes ; 
Slumber such as needs must be 
After hard- won victory. 

4 We this night with plaintive voicing 

Chant His requiem soft and low ; 
Loftier strains of loud rejoicing 

From to-morrow's harps shall flow : 
Death and hell at length are slain, 
Christ hath triumphed, Christ doth re 

John MouUrve, 



4 Were the whole realm of natnre mine. 
That were a tribute Far too email; 
Love go Bm&iing, BO divine, 

Demaoda mj soul, my life, my all. 
mmrirtifu«-nBi{(fl'ij"JItl-^' 

go md > wonder, that Tbon, Savour, dieet ! 
! Ih; bitter angaleb o'er, 
To thie dark tomb the; bora 
Thee, Life at life— Thee, Lord of all sreation ! 
The hollow mehv oaie 
Hast serve Thee for a grave. 
Who wait Thjaelf the Rook of oar BalTation ! 
3 OPrinoeofLIfa! I know 
That nbcn I too lie low, 
Hiou wilt at last my soqI from death awaken : 
Wherefore I will not shrink 
From the grave's awftil brink ; 
The heart that truete in Thee ehall ne'er be shaken. 
1 To ms the darksome tomb 

Where I may rest in peace, from loixow free. 
Thy Death ahall give me p«wei 
To cry in that dark hour, 
ODeathl OOrevel where is your yiotoryf -•- 
& The grave ean nanght destroy ; 
Only the flesh oan die. 
And even the body triuDiphs o'er deoay : 
Clothed by Thy wondrons might 
In robes of deiiUng light. 
This flesh Bfaall bntst the giavo at that IasI Di^. 
ft Hy Jesns, day by day, 
Belp me to wateb and pray, 
Betida the tomb nhere in my Vewl T^*'rt Uld. 
IS$ 



B^SnCK EYE. 

Thy bitter Death shall be 
My constant memory, 
My guide at last into death's awful shade. 

Mi99 Winkworth. 1856. 
Tr. Solomon Franek. 1710. 

186 a M. 

1 Jesus, Thy soul, for ever blest. 
Hath gone among the dead, 
And to his peaceful place of rest 
The dying thief hath led. 

3 And all for us ; that when, ere long. 
We shall resign our breath. 
We may not fear to go among 
The unseen shades of death. 

3 In. death's dark vale I soon must be. 
But I will nothing fear ; 
Thy rod and staff will comfort me ; 
Thou hast Thyself been there. 

Unknown, 1847. 

187 ^^ J^^i Serr Jem^Ruh undRast, Jt. JIT. 

1 Lord Jesus, who, our souls to sstc, 
Didst rest and slumber in the grave. 
Now grant us all in Thee to rest, 
And here to live as seems Thee best. 

2 Give us the strength, the dauntless faith, 
That Thou hast purchased with Thy Death, 
And lead us to that glorious place. 
Where we shall see the Father's face. 

3 Lamb of God, who once was slain, 
We thank Thee for that bitter pain. 
Let us partake Thy Death, that we 
May enter into Life with These. 

Tr, George Wwnaer. \&%V 



188 8, 7. 

1 Hail, all bftlt, Tbou Lord orglarjt 
Thee our Father, Thee we own 1 
Abrfthun heard not of out story, 
Israel ne'er our name hath knowD : 
S Bd^ Redeemer, Thou bast sougbt ns. 
Thou bast heard Th; chitdreu's wail ; 
Tbou with Th; dear Blood baat bought ns; 
Bail, Thon mighty Vlotor, hail I 

Cnhnonm. 18S4. 



EASTER. 

189 L. M. 

1 Hi dies, the Friend of sinners dies I 
Lo ! BaJem'B daaghters weep around. 
A Bolemn darbneei tciIh the ikieflf 
A sudden trembling shakea the ground. 
3 Come, BaiQta, and drop a tear or two 

For Bim wbo groaned beneath yaor load: 
He ebed a tboasand drops for jou, 
A thonsand drops Af neher blood. 

3 Here's lore and grief beyond degree ; 

The Xdrd of glory dies for men t 

Bat lo, what sudden Joys we see 1 

Jeiuo, the dead, revlres again. 

4 The rising Qod forsakes the tomb I 

The tomb in raia forbids His rise : 
Cberubie legions guard Him home, 
And shoDt Him welooma to the skies. 
f> Break oFyonr tears, ye s^nts, and tell 
How high yovr great Dellrerer nigni. 
SUg how ha jpoilsd the hosts of hell, 
Aai led tha moiuter. Death, \a <ib»,nk&. 



SA.BTBB. 

5 Say, " Live for ever, wondrous King, 
Bom to redeem, and strong to sare V 
Then ask the monster : *' Where's thy sting ? 
And whero's thy yictory, boasting graye ?" 

WattM, 1709. a. 

X90 7s. 

1 Christ the Lord is risen to-day, 
Sons of men and angels say. 
Raise your joys and triumphs high; 
Sing, ye heavens, and earth reply. 

2 Love's redeeming work is done. 
Fought the fight, the battle won ; 
Lo ! our Sun's eclipse is o'er ; 
Lo ! He sets in blood no more. 

3 Yalh the stone, the watch, the seal ; 
Christ hath burst the gates of hell ! 
Death in vain forbids His rise ; 
Christ hath opened Paradise. 

4 Lives again our glorious King ; 
Where, Death, is now Thy sting? 
Dying once. He all doth save ; 
Where thy victory, Grave ? 

5 Soar we now where Christ has led. 
Following our exalted Head : 
Made like Him, like Him we rise ; 
Ours the cross, the graye, the skies ! 

6 What though once we perished all. 
Partners in our parents' fall: 
Second life we now receive. 

In our heavenly Adam live. 

7 Hail, the Lord of earth and heaven ! 
Praise to Thee by both be given : 
Thee we greet triumphant now ; 
Hail, the Resurrection Thou ! 

C, We«l«*. V\^^. 



»"'•■ 









XASTXR. 

3 All the winter of onr sins. 

Long and dark, is flying 
From His light, to whom we gire 
Th&nks and praise undying. 

4 Neither might the gates of death» 

Nor the tomb's dark portal, 
Nor the watchers, nor the seal, 
Hold Thee as a mortal : 

5 But to-day amidst the twelve 

Thou didst stand, bestowing 
That Thy peace, which evermore 
Passeth nnman knowing. 

John Mtuon Neale. 1862. 

IV. John of Damatcutf a(. 760. 

103 JesUf meine ZuvernchL fs* 

1 Jxsus my Redeemer lives, 

Christ my Trust is dead no more ; 
In the strength this knowledge gives, 

Shall not all my fears be o'er ? 
Calm, though death's long night be fraught 
Still with many an anxious thought? 

2 Jesus my Redeemer lives. 

And His life I soon shall see ; 
Bright the hope this promise gives ; 

Where He is I too shall be. 
Shall I fear then ? Can the Head 
Rise and leave the members dead? 

3 Close to Him my soul is bound. 

In the bonds of hope enclasped; 
Faith's strong hand this hold nath found, 

. And the Rock bath firmly grasped. 
Death shall ne'er my soul remove 
From her refuge in Thy Love. 



4 I th>ll itt Him with theH gyei. 
Him wham I ebkll Bsrel; know ; 
Not uothw sball I ii«e { 

With Hu lore m; heut ihtU glow { 
Oal; there shall disappear 
Waakneas in and ronnd ma here. 
b yfe who aiiOir, sigh and moan. 

FTeeh and glorioae there shall nign : 
Earthl; here the seed is bowd. 
Heavenly it shall rise again; 
Natural the death we die, . 
Bpiritnol our life on high. 
« SaTiour, help OS, that oar heart' 
Biee beUmes from earthl; Inst ; 
Let us there with Thee have part. 
Here obey our Lord and truat. 
'fix our hearts bejond the shies. 
Whither we DOrselves waald rlael 
ifilt WinhmortJi. 185G. a. 
ft. L«<iita Kenrietla b/ BrandeHiurg. 1S53. 

194 /«#" Itbtl ntit Ihrn amh ich. 7, 8, 7. 
1 Jesus Uvea! no longer now 

Can th; terrors, Death, appal me { 
Jeena lives ! and this I know. 

From the dead He wUl reosll me. 

Brighter aveaes will then comj 

Tbia shall he my oonfidenoe. 

S Jeaua lives ! to Him the throne 

Ofer all the world ia given : 

I shall go where He ii gone, 

Uve and leign with Him in hea 
Qod is pledged; weak doubUngi, 
TbiB shall be mj aon&deitee. 



8 Jiiui Ilree, who di»d fbr me ; 

Then, elaoe to Iteai living, 
Pore IB hurt I'U ever be, 

Olory to my B»Tioar giTing. 
Odd will bo t, eure I>efeiice ; 
Tbia ihaU be m; oonfidenoe. 
4 Jemw lEvei ! I know folt well, 

Kuight from me Hi> heart shiill MTer { 
Lire nor death, nor powcn of hall. 

Tear me from Hit keeping; erer. 



5 Jeina lire* I benoeforth l> death 
Bat the gate of Life trnmortal ; 
Thia ihall calm m7 trembling braath. 

When Ip^'x it* gloomy portal. 
"Lord," rtl ory, u fiJIa eaob aenae, 
" Idrd, Ttioa ut my oonfldenee 1" 

Frmcei Xlttaitli Okc. 1M1.«. 
TV. Ckrilim F. Sall^. ITSr. 

19S WiSiomnwrt, Held tM Strdft. C M. 
1 Vkuioxm, Tboa Viotor in the atrife, 

Weloome from ont the oave I 

To-day ve triumph in Thy Ufa 

Aroand Thine emplj glare. 



Vf* fear oar foe no more. 
3 Tbe dwelUnga of the Joet reMond 
With ennge of vietory; 
For in their midrt Tboo, Lord, art fonnd. 
And bringeit peaoe ituli llu*. 
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4 let Thy oonqaering banner wave 

O'er hearts Thou makest free ; 
And point the path that from the grave 
Leads heavenward up to Thee. 

5 We bury all our sin and crime 

Beep in our Saviour's tomb. 
And seek the treasure there, that time 
Nor change can e'er consun^e. 

6 Fearless we lay us in the tomb, 

And sleep the night away, 
If Thou art there to break the ^loom. 
And call us back to day. 

7 Death hurts us not : his power is gone, 

And pointless all his darts : 
God's favor now on us hath shone, 
Joy filleth all our hearts. 

MUb Wtnhoorth* 1855. 

Tr, Benjamin Sehmolk» 1712. 

196 * C. M. 

1 Father of Jesus Christ, my Xord, 

My Savior, and my Head, 
I trust in Thee, whose powerful word 
Hath raised Him from the dead. 

2 Thou knowest for my offence He died. 

And rose again for me ; 
Fully and freely justified. 
That I might live to Thee. 

3 Eternal life to all mankind 

Thou hast in Jesus given ; 
And all who seek, in Him, shall find 
The happiness of heaven. 

4 Obedient faith, that waits on Thee^ 

Thou never wilt reprove ; 
Bnt Thou wilt form Thy Son \r\ me, 
And perfect me in love. 



90 ■/*•<•, iMlra BtdempUa. C M. 

1 Chriht, onr Hope, onr hewf » DBsire, 

Bedemptiun'e onlj Spring! 

CreBtoT or tbe world art Thon, 

Its Bavioi bbA its King. 

2 How cast the meroj knd the Lava 

Which laid oar aiua on Ibee, 
And led Thoe to a oraal death. 
To set Thy people free I 

3 But BOW the bsndi of dekth are bnrit. 

The rsneom luu been paid ; 
And Thou art on Thy Father's throne, 
In glorioua robee arrayed. 

4 may Thy mlgbty Lore prevail 

Onr rinful sonli to s^-e ! 
m>7 we come before Thy throne. 
And find aeeeptanoe there! 

5 Christ, be Thou onr present Joy, 

Out futore great Beirard; 
Our only glory may it bo 
To glory in the I«rd ! 

Join Chmidler. 1837. 

01 . CM. 

1 Thod, who tbaa exalted art. 
On whom oar eoali rely. 
Grant to ns now, in mind and heart. 
To dwell with Thee on high I 
S And when at length, redeemed by Thee, 
The jnst that aleep ehall rise, 
Tith thein oar happy pertlm be, 
A home beyond the ekiee. 

OnlEMWia. \%^A. 



THE CHURCH YEAR. 

KINGDOM AND PRIESTHOOD OP CHRIST. 

202 CM. 

1 The Head, tliat onoe was crowned with thorns 

Is crowned with glory. now; 
A royal diadem adorns 
The mighty Victor's brow. 

2 The highest place that heaven affords 

Is His by sovereign right : 
The King of kings and Lord of lords, 
And heaven's eternal Light. 

3 The joy of all who dwell above, 

The joy of all below, 
To whom He manifests His Love, 
' And grants His Name to know. 

4 To them the Gross, with all its shame^ 

With all its grace, is given ; 
Their name an everlasting name, 
Their joy the joy of heaven. 

5 They suffer with their Lord below, 

They reign with Him above ; 
Their profit and their joy to know 
The mystery of His Love. 

6 The Cross He bore is life and health, 

Xhough shame and death to Him : 
His people's hope. His people's wealth. 
Their everlasting theme. 

ThomoB KeUy, 1820. 

203 *, 7, 7. 

1 Habk, ten thousand harps and voices 
Sound the note of praise above 1 

Jesus reignSi and heaven rejoices; 
Jesus reigns, the God of love. 

See^ He sits on yonder throne; 

Jeana niies the woild alone. 



2 JeniB, hail i wboge glor; brighteni 

AIL aboYs, nod taaktf it HiiF ; 
Lord of iifp, Thj (mile enlLghMns, 

Chei^re and BharmF Th; pennte hare. 
When we think of Lore like Thine, 
Lord, wo own it Lova disine. 

3 King of glory, reign forsver i 

Tbino ■□ evcrluling rjrowD : 
Nothing from Thy Love iliaJl totsc 
ThoBs whom Thuu boat mode Thineo) 



* Savior, bMton Thine appearingi 
Bring. bring (ho glorioua dnj, 

ilea Fen and earth I hull pasB ansf ■ 
Then, with golden harps, we'll sing, 
"Glory, glory to our King." 

Thomai KiUy. 1804. 0. 

SfM B.M. 

1 BiJOTCB, tho Lord is King ! 
Youi Lord uid King adore ; 
MortaiB, give thanks and aing. 
And ti ■ 



.art, io. 



When Ho 1 



Lift up your h 
3 Hie kingdon 

He rules o'er earth uid hearea : 
The keys of deatb and heU 
Aro to our Je«UB givea, 
LUl Dp joar heart, &o. 



4 H« ut8 •* God'* right hud. 

Till ftU Hii tout aubmit, 
And boT to Bis oammuid, 
And fall beueMh Hii feet. 
Lift up your hoKTt, Ac. 

5 He ^ His foei ehsll qnetl. 

Shall all onr>inide>tn>7; 
And everj bosom ewell 
With pare Bonphlojoj: 
Lill up your heart. As. 
e IMoi™ in glorioua hope; 

Jeiui, the Jndge, ahaU aome, 
And take Qii lervsnU ap 
To tbeir aUnial home : 
We aoon ehall hear the archangel'e voloe. 
The tnuDp of Qod ihaJl eaund, Rejoioe I 

C. Walts. 17«. 

S SUgafUnt und EhrenkSnig. 78. 

1 OoxquBKiMO PrIaoB end Lord moBt high t 
MajeitT enlhrooed in tightl 
All the heaveoB before Thee lie, 

Fw beyond them spreada Thy might. 
Shell I fell not M Thy feet, 
And m; beert vith reptore beat. 
Now Tby glory i> diipl«j*d. 
Thine eie jret the nailde were made! 
3 Far and wide, Thon HeaTenly Son, 
Now Thy brightness streams abroa4. 
Add heeveu'B host anew hath won 

Light eud gladness from its Lord. 
So let earth's remotest end 



Ii:iBDOH UID PBniTBOaD or CHRIST. 

8 Of Thj-onp Bhdl I sot drink. 

Now Thj gloriu o'ei ma thiaer 

Shall ray oonrege •Tst link, 
Now I know tilpowm i> ThuM? 

I win traat Thee, O my King, 

And will reftT no euthlj thing; 

Heneeforth will I ban the kiis« 

To no ruler, Bare to Thee. 

4 Lo, Th; pieaenne flUeth now 

All Thj Church in evory place. 
To my heart, enter Thou f 

See, it thlrsteth for Thy gnoa. 
Come, Thoa King of glory, come, 
DeigD to make my heftrt Thy home. 
There aUde and rule alone, 
Ae npon Thy heaTenly throne, 

5 Parting, Thoa dost bring Thy life, 

Qod and heaven, moit inly near: 
.l*t me rise o'or earthly Btrifo, 

Ab thoDgh atill I saw Thee here ; 
And my heart, tranaiiluited henoe. 
Strange to earth and time and eense. 
Dwell with Thee in lieav«i eran now, 
Whara our only joy art Than 1 

ifin Winiaorth. 1399. a. 
TV. Oerhard TeritiegtH. HZl. 

oe i. M. 

1 I KHow thnt my Kedeemei Htcb ! 
What comfort this aweet BentMiise glTH ! 
He lives. He liveB, who onoe wsi dead, 
Ha lires, my ever-living Head. 

2 He liveB lo bleia me with His Lore, 
is to pleed for me above, 
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He livM to SDlde ms with Hi> tje, 

He lives to nomfort me when Htlnt, 

He liTes to hesr mj lonri oomplijiit. 
i He lires to aileaea all mj feua. 

He Uvea to wipe ana; my tears, 

He liies to obIid mj tronbled heu^ 

He ItTea, all bleBfllnga to import. 

led^lybretth; 
11 conquer death ; 

He lirei, mj manaicia to prepare; 

He liTea, to brlug me safely tnere. 
e He lifea, oU glory to His Name t 

He Utbi, my Jem*, (till tbe auaej 

tbe aweet Joy tbis aenteaoe givei, 

1 know tbat m; Redeemer lirea I 

Frotn Satmitl Medltg. 1800. 

97 B. iff. 

1 Jmtoa, my great High Priest, 
OBn»d Hia Blood and died,- 
Hy gailty eaiuolflxie* eeeka 
.So uoriflse beaide. 
Hii powerful Blood did oaoe atone. 
And now it pleads before the throne. 
] To thU dear Surety's hand 
WlUIoommitmyosnae; 
■St aoiwen and fuUSls 

Hi* Fother'i broken tawi. 
B^old my loul nt freedom set ; 
Hj Bnnlj plud the Ireadfnl debt. 
3 Uy Adrooate appeara 

£or By daf^tM on hi|-h ; 

The father bowa Hia eaia. 

And layt Hi* Ihaiider by. 

Not >U Uiat heU Oi tin MB Wy, 

Shall tarn Hia heart, %« Iaiq •>'«&j. 



4 Slionld all the bulla of imik, 
Ami pomn of hell aoknawa, 
Put tbdr m(Mt dr«»dfDl forou 

Of nge knd miaohief an, 
I ahkU ba soTs, foT ChriaC diaplKji 
SnperlQT power and gou-dian gruM. 



1 Abihe, m; goni, mrlw, 

Shkka off thy gnilty fMri 
The bLeeding Sftsrifle* 
In m; behalf appear* ; 



Waif. ITM. 
H.M, 



Hif preeionB Blood to plead ; 
His Blood atoned for all oar race, 
And aprioklee non the throne of gTM*. 
3 Five bleeding wonadi He beari, 

Beoeired on Caliuy; 
Ther poar eSectnal prayers, 

They ntroDgly speak for me ; 
ForgiTe him, rorgive, they cry. 
Nor let that ransomed sinner die '. 



And tella me I am bom of Ood. 
6 Uy God is reooncilad, 

His pardoning toIiw I hear: 
Be ewat me tot Hi* ohild, 



I MD ID longar tami; 
With ranedenee I nov dnw nigh. 
And Father, Abb* Fftthul or;. 

C. Wtiley. IT42. 

1 VBEHfatheriag clondi m 



rs duk V 



nfeiT, 



He nee my wuita, dlayi 1B7 fmn, 
And BODUU aod treuuraa up mj tem 

S If kaght should tempt m7 toul to itn; 
From heiiTsiilj wiidom'B aarraw wa;, 
To fly ths good I woald panae. 
Or do tbo ain I would not do; 
Still He, who felt lomptation'i power. 
Shall gaaid ne ia that dougeroiu hoar. 

S When Taxing thougbtt within me rise. 
And laia dismayed, my ipirit dies, 
Still Ha, who onoe Touehsafed to bear 
Tha aiokening anguish of despair, 
Bhall aweetljr toothe, shall gently dry, 
Tha throbbing heart, the etroamlng eye. 



Whanwc 


towing D 


I'er soma stone I bend 


Whiflh 00 


ver. wha 


t was onee a friend: 


And fiom 


hisToic 


a, his hand, his smUe, 


Divides ma for a little while! 


Thou, 8ai 




•tthetearslsbed, 


For Thoa 


didst wt 





£ And 0, when I have safely past 
Through every i»nflict but the last, 
Still, still oDcbanging, watch beside 
Hy painfal bed, for Thoa bast died ; 
Then point to realma of oloudlsia day. 
And wipe the latest tear away. 

aw Rdktn Orint. U\l. 



PRAISS TO CHBIST. 

^' 9- Bee all your sins on Jesus laid : 
The Lamb of God was slain : 
His soul was onee an offering made 
For every sonl of man. 

7 Glory to God, and praise, and Ioyi^ 
Be ever, ever given ; 
By saints below and saints above. 
The Choroh in earth and heaven. 

C, Wfley, 1740. a. 

1 Let earth and heaven combine, 
Angels and men agree. 
To praise in songs divine 

To Him all majesty ascribe. 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

6 that with yonder sacred throng 
We at His feet may fall ; 
We'll join the everlasting song, 
And crown Him Lord of alL 

From Edtoard Perronet. 1785. a. 

213 rr tit 

3 For me and all mankind 

The Lamb of God was slain : 
My Lord His lifs resigned 

For every sOul of man : 
Loving to all, He none passed by. 
He woold not have one sinner die. 

4t unexampled Love ! 
all-redeeming grace ! 

1 ' Of Thy clemency imploring 
So to write it in our hearty . 
That heroafter, upward soaring. 
We with angels may have put. 

IVom John Maton NeaU. \^^\« 



le M. M. 

1 Ja» ftll th< gktrioui nunM 

Of wikUHn, iovs, uid poWBT, 

That av«r niortali knaw. 

That sngals ever bore ; 
AU *n too aoMn to ■puk Hii irorth ; 
Too meui to wt my Edtioar tbrtb. 
3 Bat 0, what geotle tersu. 

What oondetranding vayi. 



Tt> teuh His beaveal; gnu* 1 



3 Arrayed in mortal fl«h, 
Es like an sugcl itandi [ 
And bold! Che promiiea 

And pardoni in Hii banda : 
CommlHioned from His Father'i ttroua. 
To make Hla grace to mortali known. 
i Sreat Prophet of my Ood, 

H; tongne would bleaa Thy If una; 
By Thea the Joyful newi 

The joyful newi of lina forgiven. 

Of hell anbdned, and pease with intarea. 

9 Be Thoa my CoonuUor, 

Hy Pattara and my Onide ; . 
And throogh thia daiert land 
Still keep B* n«M Thy aide ; 
O lat my feet ne'er ran aatray, 
Kor roTe, nor seek the orooked w» I 

Want. 1709. 

17 s, r, 7. 

1 One thera ia, abore all other*. 

Well deMTTU the name ot Frkaad. 
HIM it loT* beyood a biat.\w^a. 



PBAIga TO OHHIBT. 

CoitlT, free, and knowi no end. 
They who onoe Hii kindness prore, 
Find it eyerlasting Love, 

2 Which of all our friends, to save ns, 

Could or would have shed his blood ? 
But this Sariour died to hare us 

Reconciled in Him to God. 
This was boundless Lore indeed : 
Jesus is a Friend in need. 

3 When He lived on earth abased. 

Friend of sinners was His name : 
Now, above all glory raised. 

He rejoicefl in the same. 
Still He calls them brethren, friends, 
And to all their wants attends. 

• ■ 

4 for grace our hearts to soften I 

Teaoh us, Lord, at length to love. 
We, alas ! forget too often 

What a Friend we have above. 
But when home our souls are brought^ 
We will love Thee as we ought. 

John Newton, 1779. 

218 a M. 

1 How sweet the Name of Jesus sounds 

In a believer's ear I 
It soothes his sorrow-s, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole^ 

And calms the troubled breast; 
'Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest. 

3 Dear Name ! the Rook on which I build. 

My Shield and Hiding-place; 
My never-fuling Treasury, filled ; 
With boundless stOToa ot ttx«AA. 



4 By ThM mj pnjsn uceptanec gkio, 

Althongh with ■<■! defiled ; 
Sktu H»iiiM ma in T*in, 
Aid I (In mnied % shild. 

5 fTedc i* Ibe eff>rt of my heut, 

And ooM Aj warraeit thought j 
But, whcD I He Thee u Than art, 
ni pniao Thee u I onght. 
S Till then, I wonld Thy Lore praaUm 
With ejtTj fleeting breath ; 
And mftj tho magie of Tbj Kame 
Befnah mv goal In death. 

John JVewftm. IT 



ToHlabi 

3 Wbeo He eame, the uigeli Bong, 

" Glory be to God on high :" 
. Lord, uitaaaemf etammeting tongue; 

Who ihonld louder sing than I ? 
S Did the Lord ■ man become. 
That he might the law fulfil, 
Bleed and aufieT is my room, 

And eanrt then, my tongue, be itiU T 

4 No; Imait my praiecB bring, 

Tlnnigh they irarthlen an, and weak ; 
For, ihosld I reCttae to ring. 

Sure the rery slonea would apeak. 

5 my QaTiour, Shield, and Sun, 

Bhepherd, Brother Lord, and Friend — 
Erery pteeloaa naine in one I 
I Witt tora Tbe« wtthoit end. 

Jifln JTenhra. \1t4. t 



CDUMimiOIT WITH OHBIBT. 
. 220 Jtm daleit Manoria. C> M. 

1 Jbbui 1 the lay thought at Th« 
Vith nreMneaa Alls mj breutj 
Bat aWMler for Th; ttev to gm, 
And in Thy pieieniw rut. 
3 If or Toica can sing, nor heart oui frame. 
Not eu Iho memar; find 
A iweeter gaond thsn Thy bl«t TTame, 
S&Tior of mankind 1 
S Hope of BTery contrite heart, ' 

Joy of all the meek! 
To those who tun, how kind Thou art. 

How good to thole who seek I . V * 

i Bat wbat to thaie who ftnd f ah, tbl* 
Nor tongue nor pen osn ihow: 
The Love of Jenie, what it i>. 
None bat Eli loved onea kDoir. 
i Jesus, onr only Joy be Thou I 
As Thou our Piiie wilt be; 
Jeana, bo Thou oor Qlorj now. 
And through eternity ! 

Edaard Catwall. ISiS. 
Tr. Btnard o/" 



3m Jifi Hix adnarabihi. 

1 OJbsits! King moat wonderful, 

Thou Conqueror renowned; 

Thou Sweetneie moat InefFbble, 

In whom all joji are found! 

3 When onne Thoa Tuiteit the betw^ 

Then truth beglui to ihinei 

Then esrtblj ranities deput, 

Then kindles lov« dWiiw. 



ax. 



3 Jtnu, LfgU of aU balow I 

Thou Foant of lift and fire '. 
SurpaMliiK mil the jojl «> kao*, 
Ail th&t ve cui deBiie,— 

4 M»j (Terj heijt oonleu Thy NiOM, 

And ever Tbae adore ; 
And, snklDB Thee, itaelf inBatna 
To aeek Th» more and more. 

5 Thes ma; mi tongnH fonvtr blsM; 

Thsa uj WB love alone ; 
And ever in osr liToi eipreu 

Kof ThiUB own. 
'ord Canndl. 1818. a. 






1 LoBD, and whithet ilujl we goF 
Thoa alone halt wordi of lite t 
In anr storm; grieh below, 

Who, but Thon, nao heal the itrifa 
SiD and ■urrow roond ni bring. 
In life's Tale while wandering? 
3 Blessed Christ! embodied Word! 
Thoa alone art Life and Light: 
Saints who have Th; truth preferred 
Walk In peace, and worship right : 
ThOD alone to sin canst isj, 
'* I am LoTe, the Living Way." 
S Sun of Qraoe, ever thin« 

Round our paths, where'er they lead ! 
Uldnight feels a rav divine 

Breaking throagh the darkest Deed, 
If we hear, when most dismayed, 
••Itlil.beaotaftaldf" 
t Pardon, peaoe, and pnrity, 

Olflg witboDt, and greoe within, 
£or« and light which Mt HI tiw 




From the onm and oliain of gin, — 
There, EmmanaBl, Thoa canit gjire, 
Wbile Dpou Thy worti we Hre, 
5 Not ■ want, Thon mait not fiU ; 

Not a fear, Thon wilt not tune; 
If, tndsed, Tepentanoe will 

Hc(t upon Thy glorions Name, 
High o'er ererj guilt asd Brare 
Shall Redemption's banner *aT«! 
S Sarlonr, be onr Polar Star, 

Shaded bj do alnfal night; 
Shed apon at rrom afar 

Lirin^ beuns of holy light ; 
When wa teaeh our radiant home, 
Wt ehall know the Way we earns. 

:rj. ISIB. 



22* C M. 

1 LoBD, ihonld we leave Thy hallowed feet. 
To whom ihoDld we repair? 
Where elie ■noh holy comforti meet. 
As apring eternal there ? 
S Earth'haa no foBDt of but deUght, 
No pnre perennial atream ; 
And ^rrow'i atonn, and deatfa'i lai>|; night, 
Obsonre life's brighteat beam. 
3 Cnmingled Joy* 't<a Thine to give, 
And ondeoayiDg peaoe; 
For Then eanil Maoh oa m to lire. 
That Ufe ahaU neTar oease. 
t Thon only oanrt the ohaerlng vordi 
or andleii life mpply; 
Anointed of the Lord of lorda, 
The Boa ot Oodmoet Ughl 

0*org» IFoaAio^loii Cmm*. 'V%1>%- 



id death wefl«: 

And hs who would the Fftthcr seek. 
Mint leek Him, Lofd, bj ThM. 
2 Thou art the Tnth : Th; Vord alona 
Sonnd wisdom eMu impsft : 
Xhon odI; OBoat iorotia the mind. 
And ptuif^ the heart. 
S Thoa art the Life : the rending tomb 
PnHtaiini Th; conqneriiig ann ; 
And those who pnt theii titut in Th*^ 
Nor dealii nor hell ehaJl bano. 
4 Ibon art the Vay, the Trnth, the Lift: 
Oraat ni that nj tfl know. 
That Truth to keep, that Life to win, 
lybose joys eternal flow. 

Otorgi W. Doime. IS^ 

2S '5 

1 Holt Jeaal, Sarionr bleat, 
'When by puelou atroag posteat 
ThrODgh this world of rtn w* atray, 
Tboa to guide lu art the Vuj. 

2 Holj Lord, when citot's night 
Dims and Minds obi aJouded Bight, 
Through the mlat* of ain to shine, 
ThoB dost rise, the Truth diWie.. 

S Holy Jesns, wben o«r powar 
Fails HI Id temptation a hour. 
All tmeciiial to the atrife. 
Thou to aid ns art the UU. 

i Who wonld reaoh the he^Tenl? hom^ 
Who wonld to the Father oome, 
Ifho tfaa Fath^s pieaeDse aee, 
JeeoM, be muit oomc ^j Tbn. 



COXXUNION WITH CHBI8T. 

6 Channel of the Father's grace, 
Imai^e of the Father's faoe. 
Savior hlest, incarnate Son, 
With the Father Thou art One. 

Glory to the Father he. 
Glory, only Son, to Thee; 
And, of equal power oonfest. 
Glory to the Spirit blest. 

Richard ManU 1837. a. 

226 Outer Hirte, wUUt Du nicht, 7, 8, 7. 

1 Wilt Thou not, my Shepherd true, 

Spare Thy sheep, in mercy spare me ? 
Wilt Thou not, as shepherds do. 

In Thine arms rejoicing bear me^ 
Bear me where all troubles cease, 
Home to folds of joy and peace ? 

2 See how I hare gone astray. 

How earth's labyrinths oft mislead me; 
Bring me back into Thy way, 

In Thine own green pastures feed me : 
Gather me within the fold, 
Wher« Thy lambs Thy light behold. 

3 With Thy flock I lone to be. 

With the flock to whom 'tis giren, 
Safe to feed, and, praising Thee, 

Roam the happy plains of hearen : 
Free from fear of sinful stain. 
They can never stray again. 

4 Lord, I here am sore beset, 

Fears at every step confound me ; 
Lo ! my foes have spread their ne^ 

And with craft and might surround me : 
Such their snares on every side. 
Safe Thy qjbieep can ne'er abide. 

11 ViA 



d Thy trembling wanderer came 
I bia everlftstiDg home. 

FraocH Eliwabtlk Cox. ISII. 

Tr. Angtbii Silaiai. 1B5T. 



1 JttVH, LoTcr af my goal, 


Let me to 


Thy bosom fly, 


While the HI 




While the 


tempest Hill ij high! 
my Savior, hide, 


Hid<i me, 


Till the at 


ormof lifeiipMt; 


3ftfe into th. 


,h.™p.ider 


receive : 


my loul ftt lut '. 



2 Other refoge h»ve T nons; 

HiDga my helpleu sonl on Thea; 
Leaie, nb, leare me not slona, 

Btlll snpport 4iid eomfort me ! 
All my trust on Thee ie stayed, 

AU my hell) from Thee I biingj 
Cover my defeDoeleBi head , 

With the ihadoir of Thy wing. 

3 Than, Chriit, art all I want) 

More than aU in Thee I ind: 
Raise the fUkn, oheer the falnt^ 

Hettl the sick, and lead the blind. 
Jaet and holy li Thy Name ; 

I am all anrighteoameis : 
false and fall of sin I am; 

Tboa art fall ot truth and gnn. 



coxxinrioir with cB^tST. 

■ • . 

' 4 Plenteous grace with Thee is founds 
Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound : 

Make and keep me pure within. 
Thou of life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee : 
• Spring Thou up within my heart, 
Rise to all eternity. 

C. We$lmi. 1740. 



7, e, 8. 

Jbsus, Name all names above, 

Jesus, best and dearest, 
Jesus, Fount of perfect love. 

Holiest, tenderest, nearest; 
Jesus, Source of grace completest^ 
Jesus tenderest, Jesus sweetest, 

Jesus, Well of power divine, 

Make me, keep me, seal me Thine ! 

2 Thou didst call the prodigal; 

Thou didst pardon Mary :. 
Thou whose words can never fall. 

Love can never vary ; 
Thou whose wounds are ever pleading, 
And Thy Passion interceding, 

Fr6m my misery let me rise 

To a home in Paradise ! 

3 Jesus, crowned with thorns for me. 

Scourged for my transgressslcai ! 
Witnessing, through agony, 

That Thy good confession ; 
Jesus, clad in purple raimen^ 
For my evils making payment ; 

Let not all Thy woe and pain, 

Zet Dbt Calvary, be in v«An.\ 
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SUNDAY AFTER ASCJENaiON. 

S32 

1 Ruler of the hoBte of liEht, 
Doalh hath jiolded to XE; might; 
And Th; Blood hetb marked a ro«i 
Whioh nill le^ us hiLck (0 Qod. 

2 From Thy dwelliEg-plaue abovo, 
From Thj Fathor'a tlirono ofloye, 
With Thy look of mercy bleis 
Thoao i^ithout Thee eomfortleea. 

3 Bitter were Thj throes on earth, 
QiviDg to the Church her birth, 

In Thine ona tife-giviDg Bide. 

i Now Id glory Thou dost reign, 
Won by all Thy toil and i>siu ) 
Theooe the pniniiaed Spirit aond, 
WUle unr pra; ers to Theo aaoend. 

b JeBus. praise la Thee be giicn, 
With the Father, high in hesiouj 
Boly Spirit, pmiso to Thee 
JfoiT and thcDUgb eUiait^j. 



SUKDAT AFTER ASCBHSION. 

233 8. M. 

1 liBAYB US not comfortless, 

Thou oar risen Lord ! 
But send Thy Spirit down, to bless 
And guide us with Thy Word. 

2 By Him Thy gifts impart, 

Light, peace, and joy, and love ; 
Seal of iidoption in Otfr heart, 
Earnest of heaven above. 

Jotiah Condor, 1836. 

234: 78. 

1 Father, glorify Thy Son j 

Answer His preyailing prayer; 
Bend that Intercessor down, 

Send that other Comforter, 
Whom belieyingly we claim, 
Whom we ask in Jesus' name. 

2 Wilt Thou not the promise seal, 

True and gracious as Thou art, 
Send the Comforter to dwell 

Every moment in our heart ? 
Yes, Thou must the grace bestow : 
. Jesus said, it shall be so. 

C. We»Uy, 1747. 

235 L. M. 6 1. 

1 Father — for Thou my Father art — 

Send forth the Spirit of Thy Son ; 

Breathe Him into my longing heart. 

And make me know as I am known : 
Make me Thy conscious child, that I 
May "Father, Abba Father," cry! 

^ that the Comforter would come ! 
Nor visit as a tranaieTil ^<^^\., 
Bat fix in me His ooii«l«bii\.\iOTSi.^, 

^5 



Tbo temple of the living God ! 



WHITStlHDAY. 



ccordiDBto 
hail the day of Psntuoost, 
Doming of the Eat; Ohoall 



3 The things of Cbri»t the Spiri 

And Bhoire them unto meo': 

The fallen BOul His temple mi 



Our hetuta and tangnes ioApire^ 
Be this OUT da; of Pentoooit, 
The ooming ni Ite Bq\3 liWrtt 




^^^-siTirD^y^ 



l4"<» oor inmost f!!"'" <"■ rhirie 
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"Si* 'f,a •■•1™. lut"^ 



THB BOLT BPIBXT. 

5 Come, all the faithful blees ; 
Let all, who ChrUt confew, 

His praise employ : 
Give virtue's rich reward; 
Victorious death accord, 

Unknown. 1662. a. 

Tr, Charlemagne, d, 814. 

^0 Vent Sancte Spiritus. ^g, 

1 Holt Spirit, Lord of Light, 
From Tnj clear, celestial height, 

Thy pure beaming radiance give ; 
Come, Thou Father of the poor ! 
. Come with treasures which endure ! 
Come, Thou Light of all that live ! 

2 Thou, of all consolers best. 
Visiting the troubled breast, 

Dost refreshing peace bestow: 
Thou in toil art comfort sweet) 
Pleasant coolness in the heat, 

Solace in the midst of woe. 

3 Light immortal ! Light divine ! 
Visit Thou these hearts of Thine, 

And our inmost being fill : 
If Thou take Thy grace away. 
Nothing pure in man will stay; 

All his good is turned to ill. 

4 Heal our wounds, our strength renew; 
On our dryness pour Thy dew; 

Wash the stains of guilt away : 
Bend the stubborn heart and will ; 
Melt the frocen, warm the chill ; 

Guide the steps that go astray. 

5 Thou on those who evermore 
Thee confess and Thee adot^, 

In Thy Beveufolii ^K^lt^ ^<^^QniA\ 



W^ 



S.Iiord, ta-daj Thf people lesrnelh 

No nev iroadar, nii sUnage tola ; 

Lord, to-day Thj peoplo jeanieth 

Tr. Boberl II. of Fraact. d. 1031. 

^1 Vad SantU Spaittu. S, ^ 

1 Come, Holy Hhoit, la lore 
Shed on ni from abovn 

Thin* owB bright ny ! 
DiTinsly g«od Thoa fcrt; 
Thy Mend gifU imp&Tt 
T« gUdden ueh ni hcaiC: 

Oeoiaeto-dmyt 

2 Cone, teadereat Friend, Mid but. 
Our moit dalightAU Oneat, 

VIUi aiMlhug power : 
Beat, wUck tha weury kaew, 
Shade, "aid tke >»oatide glow, 
PflBflc, when deep griefi oTer£Qiv, — 

Cheer ui.tliu haul 

3 Come, Light aeiene, and lUU 
Oar ianoat boaaima Oil ; 

Dwell IB eaeh breast : 
We know bo dawn but nine ; 
Send forUi Thy beami divine. 
On onr dark Bonis to ihiD^ 

And nuJke aa bleat! 
i Eialt onr low daaiiea; 
ExUngaiak paaaion'a Srea; 

He«l every wound : 
Onr itnbbom apiilta bend; 



THE BOLT BPIBIT. 

5 Come, all the faithful bleea; 
Let all, who Christ confew, 

Hia praise employ: 
Give virtue's rich reward; 
Victorious death accord. 
And, with our glorious Lord, 
Eternal joy ! 

Bay Palmer, 1858. 

Tr. Robert 11. of France, d. 1031. 

24:2 ^»nc Sancte nohU Spiritus. L. M. 

1 Blest Spirit, one with God above. 
Thou Source of life and holy love, 
cheer us with Thy sacred beams, 
Refresh us with Thy plenteous streams. 

2 may our lips confess Thy Name, 
Our holy Uves Thy praise proclaim : 
With love divine our hearts inspire. 
And fill us with Thy holy fire. 

« aue^gurSl^imn to'me display, 
That I may know and choose Thy Tfay; 
Plant holy fear within my heart, 
•That I from Thee may ne'er depart. 

B Conduot me safe, conduct me far 
From every sin and hurtful snare ; 
Lead me to God, my final Rest, 
In His eigoyment to be blest. 

I Lead me to holiness, the road 
That I must take, to dwell with God; 
Lead to Thy Word, that rules must give. 
And sure directions how to live. 

> Lead me to means of grace, where I 
May own my wants, and seek supply; 
Lead to Thyself, the Spring from, ^bsfiifie 
To fetab all quickening infiuenocu 



r 



THE CHURCH TEAB. 

Thou strong Defence, Thou holy Light, 
Teach us to know our God aright, 
And call Him Father from the heart : 
The Word of life and truth impart : 

That we may love not doctrines strange, 
Nor e'er to other teachers range. 
But Jesus for our Master own. 
And put our trust in Him alone. 

Thou sacred Ardor, Comfort sweet. 
Help us to wait with ready feet 
And willing heart at Thy command. 
Nor trial fright us from Thy band. 

Lord, make us ready with Thy powers; 
Strengthen the flesh in weaker hours. 
That as good warriors we may force 
Through life and death to Thee our course ! 

Mt»9 WinkvHM^h, 1855. a. 
Tr, Martiu Luther. 1524. 



244 Du alleraiiste Freude. 8, 7. 

i<*«tt u««|r i^A^xit 

US, this liour! 



a. WOrUO, WUVia UmW I^AAV&O WVV&MVI 

Cheer us, this 114 



\ Come, Light serene, and still 
Our inmost bo«onu fill ; 
Dwell In each broast: 
We know no dawn but Thine ; 
Send forth Thy beams divine. 
On our dark souls to shine, 
And make us blest! 

: Exalt our low desires ; 
Extinguish passion's fires ; 

Heal every wound : 
Our stubborn spirits bend; 
Our icy coldness end; 
Our deyions steps attend, 
While heayenward bound. 



8 OodtIbm nl or our iln, 
Tben lead to Jem' Bltwd; 

And to our woodering tIbw nTUi 
Tha secret Loye of Qod, 

4 'Tia Thine to aleanae the^faetrt, 
To lanotif; the loul, 

To ponr freifa life on ever^ pbrtf 



r freili Ufc 

■rhole. 
6 Dwell, thererore, 
Onr minds froio 1 
Than ihsill we know, and pi»<ae 
The Father, " ' ""- 






idThe«. 
J,»tphHart. ir&S. a. 

248 L. M. 

1 CoHB, EraaioDs Spirit, beaTonlr DoTe, 

With light and oomfort IVom above. 

Be Iboumy Oaaidian, Thon m; Oaide; 

O'er BTery thonght and step preside. 
1 The light of tnktb to me display. 

That Ima? know and choose Thy ifvj; 

Ptont holy fear within my heart. 

That I from Thee may ne'er depart. 
S Condnot me safe, conduot me fai 

Fiom every sin and bnrtful mare; 

Lead me to Qod, my final Beet, 

In Hia enjoyment to >» bleat. 

4 Lead me to holinaai, the road 

That I miut take, lo dwell with Ood; 
Lead to Thy Word, that nilea most give. 
And aue direotions bow to lire. 

5 Lead me to means of graoe, where I 
Hay own my wants, and aeek supply; 
Lead to Thyeelf, the Spring front irMnoo 
To Mob til qniokeniiiK infioenoB. 



TBB CHURCH TBAR. 

6 Lead me to Christ, the living Way, 
Nor let me from His pastures straj. 
Lead me to heaven, tae seat of bliss. 
Where pleasure in perfection is. 

• Simon Browne, 1720. c 

249 7s 

1 Gracious Spirit, Dove divine ! 
Let Thy light within me shine ;. 
All my guilty fears remove, 
Fill me with Thy heavenly love. 

2 Speak Thy pardoning grace to me. 
Set the burdened sinner free ; 
Lead me to the Lamb of God, 
Wash me !n His precious Blood. 

3 Life and peace to me impart ; 
Seal salvation on my heart; 
Breathe Thyself into my breast, 
Earnest of immortal rest. 

4 Let me never from Thee stray, 
keep me in the narrow way : . 
Fill my soul with joy divine. 
Keep me. Lord, for ever Thine. 

John Stocker, 18(K$. a 

250 78, 

1 Holt Ghost, with light divine. 
Shine upon this heart of mine ! 
Chase the shades of night away, 
Turn the darkness into diay. ' 

3 Let me see my Savior's face, 
Let me all His beauties trace ; 
Show those glorious truths to me, '• 
Which are only known to Thee. 

3 Holy Ghost, with power divine. 
Cleanse this guilty heart of nkine ; 
In Thy mercy pity me, 
Proin sini'B bondage eet xae ^t««. 
186' 



ntninT. 

'S Thee, holy Father, we confess : 
Thee, holy Son, adore ; 
An4 Thee, the Holy Ghost, We hless. 
And worship evermore. 

4 Hail ! holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Our heavenly song* shall be } 
Supreme, essentiid One, adored. 
in co-etemal Three ! 

a Wtilejf. 1767. d. 

2S4 CM. 

1 With joy our voices we unite, 

And lift our hearts above. 
To God, the God of power and might, 
To God, whose name is Love. 

2 To Him^ who us, and earth, and skies, 

With all their armies made, 
From us, from all, let anthems rise. 
To God the Father paid. 

8 To Him, whose Death for all mankind, 
For us, redemption won. 
By us, by all, be songs combined^ 
In praise to God the Son. 

4 To Him, who us and all His fold 

With sanctity arrays, 
To God, from all His saints enrolled. 
The Holy Ghost, be praise. 

5 To God, whose Kame His Word reveals, 

Whom all His saints confess, 
Whose grace Ais faithful promise seals, 
To save, to cleanse, to bless : 

6 To God, from whom all blessings flow. 

Eternal One in Three, 

From all his saints, above^ belowy 

Eternal glory be I 

Richard. MatU. \^^1.J».* 
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TBUriTT. 

3 CoihB, Thou incarnate Word, 
Oird on Tbj mighty Bword, 

Our prayer attend : 
Come, and Thypeople bless. 
And give Thy Word suooess; 
Spirit of holiness. 

On us descend. 

4 Come, holy Comforter, 
Thy 'sacred witness bear 

In this glad hour : 
Thou who almighty art. 
Now rule in every heart, 
And ne'er from us depart. 

Spirit of power! 

5 To the great One in Three 
Eternal praises be, 

Henoe, eyermore ! 
His sovereign Majesty 
May we in gloiy see. 
And to eternity 

Love and adore. 

C. We$ley, 1767. a. 

L.M. 

Patsbr of heaven \ whose Love profound 
A ransom for our souls hath found, 
Before Thy throne we sinners bend: 
To us Thy pardoning Love extendi 

Alidrfitv Ron ! incArnAfA Word ! 

Z bee, the streams of living watera, 
Springing from eternal love. 
Well supply thy sons and daughters, 

And all fear of want remove. 
Who can faint while such a river 

Ever flows their thirst to assuage? 
Grace which, like the Lord, tk^ (iv^^x. 
Never fails from aw to aoa. ^ . 
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THE CHURCH. 

2S8 PSALM 118. C. 

1 Bbhold th« lore E»and*tiaii Stone 

miiob Qed in Zion la;i, 
To build ODr heayenlj hopei upon. 
And Qi> cteinfti praiie. 

2 ChoeeD of Hod, to aiannB da&r. 

And eainta kdon tha Nuns ; 
They tmst their whole lilTatian here, 
^ Nor ehall the; Boffer shnmo. 

H 8 The fooliab buildera, BOiibe and prieft, 
■ . . Ksjeat it with disduo | 
P ' Tei on thisRook the Church ahaUtMt, 
' ,\: ,1 And envy rage in T»in. 

4 WhM Ihoagh tlw gates of bell withiUod, 
Yat Buit tliii Building tiae : 
"n* TUm own woi^ nlmight; Ood, 
ueje*. 

WtUU. Ill 



From all our foes defend, 

Morletuif»U; 
Lot Thine ^mighty aid 
Onr mre deftooe be made; 
Oar aanh ob Thee b« itafed; 

Lord, heu ma etU\ 
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HEB WEAKNESS AND 8TRENQTH. 

i' 262 C. 

\ 1 Ghubch of the everlasting God, 

The Father's gracious choice. 
Amid the voices of this earth 
How feeble is thy. voice! 

2 Thy words, amid the words of earth, 
How noiseless and how low ! 

j Amid the harrying crowds of time, 

Thy steps how calm and slow! 

3 But 'mid the wrinkled brows of earthy 
Thy brow how free from care'; 

'Mid the flushed cheeks of riot here, 
Thy cheek how pale and fair ! 

4 Amid the restless eyes of earth. 
How steadfast is thine eye. 

Fixed on the eternal loveluless 
Of scenes beyond the sky I 

Jfforatiut Bonar, 1856. 

263 Verzage ntcht, o Haufleinklein, C^JP* 

260 S 

1 GLORiotrs things of Thee are spoken, 
Zion, City of our God; 

He, whose word eannot be brokeb, 
Formed thee for His own abodi. 

On the Rock of Ages fcmnded, ■ 
What cait shake, thy Bore r^KMie ? 

With salvation's walls surromided, 
I Thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 

2 See, the streams of livinjg waters, 
Springing firom eternal love, 

Well supply thy sons and daughters. 
And all foar of want remove. • 

Who can faint while snoh a river 
Ever flows their thirst to assuage? 

Grace which, like the LoTd., Wi!^ ^vq^x^ 
Never fails from age to a\g<^. 
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THJi CHUBCHt 



Jehorah! Pvtiier, Spirit, Bon! 
Mysterioaa Godhead ! ThiM in One ! 
Before Thy throne we sinners bend: 
6raoe> pardon^ life, to us extend ! 

ThomoM CoUerill. 1827 



THE CHUKCH. 

2S8 PSALM 118. C. 2 

1 Behold tkci sure Foundation Stone 

Which God in Zion lays, 
To build our heavenly hopes upon. 
And His eternal praise. 

2 Chosen of God, to sinners dear, 

And saints adore the Name ; 
They trust their whole salration 'here. 
Nor shall they suffer shame. 

He pours around thy head. * 

The nations round I With lustre .new, 
Thy form shall view, | Divinely crowned. 

3 In honor to His Name, . . 

Reflect. that sacred light, 
And loud that grace proclaim 

Which makes thy darkness bright. 
Pursue His praise^ | In worlds abore 
Till sovereign Love | Thy glory raise. 

4 There, on His holy hill, 

A bri||hter Sun shall rise, . 
And wiUi His radiance fill 
Those fairer, purer skies ; 
While round His throne, I In nobler spheres 
Ten thousand stars | His influence owi 

Doddridg: 111 
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HXB WSAKKSBS AND STRENGTH. 

d CM. 

1 Church of the everlasting God, 

The Father's gracious choice. 
Amid the Toices of this earth 
How feeble ii thy.Toice! 

2 Thy words, aibid the words of earth, 

How noiseless and how low ! 
Amid thei harrying crowds of time, 
Thy steps how calm and slow ! 

' 8 But 'mid the wrinkled brows of earthy 
Thy brow how free from care ; 
'Mid the flushed cheeks of riot here, 
Thy cheek how pale and fair ! 

4 Amid the restless eyes of earth. 
How steadfast is thine eye, 
Fixed on the eternal lovelness 
Of scenes beyond the sky ! 

HoratiuM Bonar, 1856. a» 

*fS3 Verzage nicht, o Hauflein klein, C*JP* Jlf« 

1 Fbab not, little flock, the foe 
Who madly seeks your overthrow; 

Dread not his rage and power : 
What though your courage sometimes faints, 
His seeming triumph o'er God's saints 

Lasts but a little hour. 

2 Be of good cheer; your cause belongs 
To Him who can avenge your wrongs ; 

Leave it to Him, our liord. 
Though hidden yet from mortal eyes, 
Salvation shall for you arise : 

He girdeth on His sword ! 

.3 As true as God's own Word is true, 
Not earth nor hell with all their crew 

Against us shall prevail. 
A jest and by-word are they grown : 
God is with us ; we ate lii^ q^^tdl*) 

Our victory cannot t»X\, ' 'VS^'^ 



lm 0R17B0B. 

4 Amen, Lord Jesus, gnuit our prayer! 
Great OapUia, now Thine arm make bare; 

Fight for na onoe again ! 
80 shall Thj saints and martyrs raise 
A mighty chorus to Thy praise, 

World without end. Amen. 
MiM Winktoartk. 1S56. 
FroM dfuUtunu Adoij^hu*, 1631. 

264. PSALM 48. 8. M. 

1 GrxA-t is the Lord our God, 
And let His praise be great; 

He makes His churches His abode^ 
His most delightful seat 

2 These temples of His graoe^ 
How beautiful they stand ! 

The honors of our natlFe place, 
And bnlwarks of our land. 

8 In Zion God is known 

A Refuge in distress ; 
How bright has His salvation shone 

Through all her palaces ! 

4 Oft hare our fathers told, 
Oor eyes have often seen, 

How well our God secures the foldy 
Where His own sheep have been. 

5 In every new distress 
We'll to His house repair^ 

Well think upon His wondrous graee. 
And seek aeliverance there. 

Watta, 1719. 

265 PSALM 27. C M. 

1 Thb Lord of glory is my Light, 
And my Salvation too : 
Ood u my Strength, nor will I &ar 
What aU mv toeB can do. 
IPS 



S O^ pririlcfta mj bcart dMire*; 
O gnat me ma Bboda 
Amcng tbe DhnrolMS of Th; aitia, 
Tb« tvBplei sf mj QodI 
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And (M Tb7b««ity It 
Shall hear Thj mttmt <tt love. 
And tlwra inqnin Thj will. 

4 yfhra tninbin rin, and (tomi spjwar, 

Tbera m*7 Bis cjilldnn hide; 
Qod faai a Hrang pariKon, vbera 
Ha makffl my mal alnd«. 
& Saw Iliall ay bead be lifted bigh 

And (onga of joj and Tiotoiy 
Within Thy teiaple »wuil Wall*. 1119. 

zee s,7. 

1 ZioR itanda wltb bllla ann-ooDdad; 

Zloa, k^tbj Power dlrlae; 

All ber foea iball be eODfonodad, 

Tbongb tbe world ia anns oombiDe. 

Happy Zion, 
What a farorad lot ia thine ! 

5 Brery bnniait tie may periab; 

Friend to friend oDfaithfal prore; 

Uothen oeam their own (a oherish; 

Hearen aad earth at laat remOTB : 

But no changes 
Can attend Jehorah'a lore. 

-a thee, 
more bright, 

ThoB aaipreoiona in Hia nght; 

Ood 1* with thte, 
God, thine averlutine Ligbt. 



HER PRESERVATION. 

Tby statutes to Thy Church declare. 
Still watoh o'er its salvation : 

Each member make Thy special care, 
And aid him in hit staiaon. 

3 Jesns, the Ghiiroh*B Head and Lord, 

Who as a shepherd leadest. 
And with Thy precions Blood and Word 

Thy people riohly feedest : 
For mercies in snoh eountless throng 

We bow our hearts before Thee, 
And hope we shall in heaven ere long 

More worthily adore Thee. 

FroM John ChrUtian Jaeobi. 1722. 

Tr. Nicholat Louis, Count Zinzendorf, 1731 

/^B9 Zeuch tin zu Demen Thoren. C» J 

1 Govs to Thy temple here on earth. 

Be Thou pur spirit's Guest, . 
Who givest us of mortal birth, 

A second birth more blest: 
Who with the Father and the Son 

Art equally adored. 
And reignest on an equal throne, 

Blest Spirit, mighty Lord! 

2 enter, let us feel fMid kAOW 

Thy mighty power within. 
That can alone our help bestow. 

And rescue us from yin. 
cleanse our souls and make them white. 

That we with spirits true 
May daily honor Thee aright, 

And render service dijie. 

3 On Thee is all this world upsta^fdy 

And in Thy hands doth rest : 
Thou canst the wayward hMbTt ^t^^aaAft 
To turn aa seema T\itte \Mi^. 
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We hymn the grateful lay, 
Whose Word recalled our erring feet, 
And warned us how to pray, 

4 To Thee, adored in ages past, 
Eternal One and Three, 
To Thee, -whose worship aye shall last, 

In trinal Unity: 
To Thee, Father; Son, to Thee; 

And Thee, Spirit blest, 
By saints on earth all glory be 
With saints in heaven addrest ! 

Bichard Mant, 1837. a. 

271 Fin feste Burg. 

1 A SAFE Stronghold our God is still, 

A trusty Shield and Weapon : 
He helps us free from all the ill 
That hath us now o'ertaken. 
Our old deadly foe 
Now aims his last blow : 
Deep guile and strong power 
He boasteth in this hour : 
On earth is not his equal. 

2 By strength of ours can naught be done, 

Full soon we were down-ridden ; 
But for us fights the valiant One, 
Whom God Himself hath bidden. 
Dost thou ask His name ? 
Christ Jesus ! the same 
Who rules with His rod; 
There is no other God: 
He holds the field forever. 

3 Though Satan's hosts the earth should fill, 

All watching to devour us, 
We tremble not, we fear no \\l*) 
They cannot overpo'wet \». 
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To Zion shall be given 
The brightest glories earth can yield, 
And brighter bliss of heaven. 

Tlmothif Dwiyht. ISOO. 

273 H. M. 

1 One sole baptismal sign, 

One Lord, below, above, 
Zion, one faith is thine. 

One only watch-word. Love. 
From different temples though it rise. 
One song asoendeth to the skies. 

2 Our Sacrifice is one ,* 

One Priest before the throne, 
The slain, the risen Son, 

Redeemer, Lord alone. 
Thou who didst raise Him from the dead. 
Unite Thy people in their Head ! 

3 Oh, may that holy prayer. 

His tenderest and His last, 
His constant, latest care. 

Ere to His throne He passed, 
No longer unfulfilled remain. 
The world's offence. His people's stain ! 

4 Head of Thy Church beneath. 

The catholic, the true. 
On all her members breathe. 

Her broken frame renew ! 
Then shall Thy perfect will be done, 
When Christians love and live as otkA. 

G. RobiAMQU. \^AS»» «.• 



THE CHURCH. 

27^ Her 2 und Herz vereint Zusammen, 7s 

1 Jesus, truest Friend, unite 

All Thy consecrated band, 
That their hearts be set aright 
To fulfil Thy last command. 

2 Thou who dost command that all 

Practise loye who bear Thy name, 
Wake the dead, new followers call, 
Touch the slothful with Thy flame. 

3 Let us live, Lord, at one, 

As Thou with the Father art ; 
That through all the world be none 
Of Thy members left apart. 

4 Let us find what Thou hast sought; 

In the Son be all men freed. 
And the world at last be taught 
That Thy rule is blest indeed. 

6 Father of all souls, we praise 
Thee, who shinest in the Son ; 
Lord, to Thee our hymns we raise. 
Who hast all men to Thee drawn ! 
Miss Winkworth. 1855. a, 
Tr, Nicliolaa Louia, Count Zinzendorf. 1 

275 a B. 

1 May we Thy precepts. Lord, fulfil, 
And do on earth our Father's will. 

As angels do above : 
Still walk in Christ, the living Way, 
With all Thy children, and obey 

The la^ of Christian love. 

2 So may we join Thy Name to bless. 
Thy grace adore. Thy power confess 

From sin and strife to flee : 
One is our calling, one our name. 
The end of all our hopes the sar 
A orown of Ufe ^il\i T\i««. 
S04 



THE COMMUNION OP SAINTS. 

.Spirit of life, of love and peace, 
Unite our hearts, our joy increase. 

Thy gracious help supply : 
To each of us the blessing give. 
In Christiaji fellowship to liye, 

In joyful hope to die. 

Edward Oder, 1836. a. 

276 CM. 

1 Father of all, from whom we trace 

Our universal kind, 
Teaoh us to all of human race 
To show a brother's mind. 

2 Savior of men, 'twas Thine the pain 

Of death for all to bear ; 
In concord all Thy followers train, 
Meet for the name they share. 

3 Spirit of grace, God's chosen fold 

Who lavest with heavenly dew, 
grant that all, the Truth who hold, 
May peace with all pursue. 

4 may mankind in love agree, 

Sons of one parent stock ; 
But chief may Christian verity 
Connect the Christian flock ! 

5 May Truth to all who hear its sound 

A bond of union prove j 
And fellowship of faith be crowned 
With fellowship of love ! 

6 Paternal Godhead, praise to Thee, 

Thy Spirit, and Thy Son ! 
And keep Thy Church in unity. 
As Thou with them art one ! 

Richwrd. Maut. \%tkl . o., 

1S^ 



THE CnURCH. 

277 a M. 

1 Is God's peculiar people mine ? 
To them I then shaU be 
Gathered beneath the Savior's sign, 
And Christ in glory see. 

. 2 Gathered into the Church aboYO, 
Whoe'er to Christ belong 
Shall meet to sing the song of love^ 
The Lamb's eternal song. C. Wesley. 1762. 

278 a M. 

1 Happy the souls to Jesus joined. 
And saved by grace alone : 
Walking in all His ways they find 
Their heaven on earth begun. 

3 The Church triumphant in Thy Lovje, 
Their mighty joys we know : 
They sing the Lamb in hymns above. 
And we in hymns below. 

3 Thee in Thy glorious realm they praise. 

And bow before Thy throne ; 
We in the kingdom of Thy grace : 
The kingdoms are but one. 

4 The Holy to the Holiest leads ; 

From thence our spirits rise ; 
And he that in Thy statutes treads 
Shall meet Thee in the skies. 

a Wesley. 1745. a. 

279 a M. 

1 Come, let us join our friends abov^ 

That have obtained the prize. 
And on the eagle wings of love 
To joy celestial rise. 

2 Let all the saints terrestrial sing. 

With those to gloty ^qt\%\ 
For all the servants ot oxmc "BXii^^ 
In earth and \ieaveii, «ii^ ^^^» 
206 



THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS. 

3 One family, we dwell in Him, 

One Church above, beneath ; 
Though now divided by the stream, 
The narrow stream of death. 

4 One army of the living God, 

To His command we bow; 
Part of His host has crossed the flood, 
And part is crossing now. 

5 Even now by faith we join our hands 

With those that went before. 
And greet the blood-besprinkled bands 
On the eternal shore. 

6 Lord Jesus, be our constant Guide, 

And when the word is given. 
Bid the cold waves of death divide, 
And land us all in heaven. 

C. Wesley. 1759. a. 

80 C. M. 

1 In one fraternal bond of love, 

One fellowship of mind, 
The saints below and saints above 
Their bliss and glory find. 

2 Here, in their house of pilgrimage, 

Thy statutes are their song ; 
There, through obe bright, eternal age, 
Thy praises they prolong. 

3 Lord, may our union form a part 

Of that thrioe-happy whole ,* 
Derive its pulse from Thee, the Heart ; 
Its life from Thee, the Soul. 

Jatnea Montgomery. 1825. 

^81 C. P. M. 

1 God, in whom the happy dead 
Still live united to theit He^d, 
Theii Lord and outs IYlq ^^m^*. 
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THE CHURCH. 

3 Thine every messenger, God, 

Do we rejoice to see ; 
And all who teach the Savior's Blood ; 
For these are dear to Thee. 

4 We thank Thee now for sending here 

The puhlishers of peace ; 
Speak by them, Lord, and everywhere 
By them declare Thy grace. 

5 So when the harvest-day shall come, 

Sowers and reapers too 
Shall enter Thy celestial home. 
And Thee eternal view. 

John Cennick, 1743. a. 

285 C. JP. M. 

1 Lord of the Chnrch, we humbly pray 
For those who guide us in Thy way. 

And speak Thy holy Word : 
With love divine their hearts inspire, 
And touch their lips with hallowed fire. 

And needful grace afiford. 

2 Help them to preach the truth of God, 
Redemption through the Savior's Blood : 

Nor let the Spirit cease 
On all the Church His gifts to shower ; 
To them, a Messenger of power. 

To us, of life and poace. 

3 So may they live to Thee alone ; 

Then hear the welcome word, " Well dotie !" 
And take their crown above : 

Enter into their Master's joy, 

And all eternity employ 

In praise, and V>\ias, and love. 

Edtoard 0%Ur, \%»%^, 

no 
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4 lot them spreitd Thy Nnme, 
TbeirmiaBion fully prove; 

Thj all-redeBmiag Love. 

C. Wtalis- 1712. I 

itss Z. M. I 

Lord of the Ooepel harvBst, eend 
Mora UborerB forth into Thy Bold: 

More pSBtors traoh, Thy flock Co tead : 
More workraon rtiae. Thy house to bnild 

His work and piace to eaoh aasign, 

And olothe their word nith poner divine. 
C. Wtiley. 1T6: 

gSO Wack <mf. Da Geitt. L. M.I 

1 Awake, thou Spirit, who didst Are 

The watchman of the Church's youth. 
Who faced (he foe's enveuomed ire, 

TTho witnessed day sad uight Th; truth 
Whose voices loud are ringio); still, 
And bringing hosts to kaow Thy will. 

2 Lord, let our earnest prayer be heard. 

The prayer Thy Son bath bid us pray. 
For lo. Thy children's hearts are stirred 

In every land in this our day. 
To cry with fervent soul lo Thee, 
help ns. Lord '. >o let it be I , 
' 3 O haste to help, ere we are lost ! 

Send preaehers forth, in spirit strong. 
Armed with Thy Word, o, dauntless host, 

Gold to attack the rale nf wrong ; 
Let them the earth for Theo reclaim, 
Ti^ heritage, to know Thy Name. 
4 Would tbere were help wilWn oni TiiiflB\ 
O let Tby Spirit eome i%^m, 



THE HOUSE OF GOD. 

efore whom every barrier falls. 

And now once more shine forth as then ! 

rend the heavens and make us free ! 
Gome, Lord, and bring us back to Thee ! 

5 And let Thy Word have speedy course, 
Through every land be glorified, 
Till all the heathen know its force, 

And fill Thy churches far and wide ; 
"Wake Israel from her sleep, Lord, 
And spread the conquests of Thy Word ! 

C The Church's desert paths restore ; 

Let stumbling blocks that in them lie 
Hinder Thy Word henceforth no more : 

Error destroy, and heresy. 
And let Thy Church, from hirelings free, 
Bloom as a garden fair to Thee ! 

From Miee Winkicorth. 1855. 

Tr, Charles Henry Bogatzky, 1749. 

200 Laying of a Corner-stone, y, Sf 8* 

1 Thou, who hast in Zion laid 

The true Foundation-Stone, 
And with those a covenant made 

Who build on that alone : 
Hear us. Architect divine ! 
Great Builder of Thy Church below! 
Now upon Thy servants shine, 

Wh^ seek Thy praise to show. 

2 Earth is Thine ; her thousand hills 

Thy mighty hand sustains ; 
Heaven Thy awful presence fills ; 

O'er all Thy glory reigns : 
Tet the place of all prepared 
By regal David's favored son. 
Thy peculiar blessing shared. 

And stood Thy chosen throne. 

213 



THB CHUBCH. 

3 We, like Jesse's son, would raise 

A temple to the Lord ; 
Sound throughout its courts His praise, 

His saving Name record ; 
Dedicate a house to Him 
Who once, in mortal weakness shrined. 
Sorrowed, suffered, to redeem. 

To rescue all mankind. 

4 Father, Son, and Spirit, s^nd 

The consecrating flame ,* 
Now in majesty descend, 
Inscribe the living Name : 
^ That great Name by which we live, 
Now write on this accepted stone ; 
Us into Thy hands receive ; 
Our temple make Thy throne. 

Agnea Bulmer, 1831. 

Dedication. 
"201 Angular e Fundamentum, 8f 7» 

1 Christ, Thou art the sure Foundation, 

Thou the Head and Corner-stone ; 
Chosen of the Lord, and precious, 

Binding all the Church in one; 
Thou Thy Zion's Help for ever. 

And her Confidence alone. 

2 To this temple, where we call Thee, 
• Come, Lord of hosts, to-day ! 

With Thy wonted loving-kindness 
Hear Thy servants as they prayj 

And Thy fullest benediction 
Shed within these walls alway. 

3 Here vouchsafe to all Thy servants 

What they ask of Thee to gain, 
What they gain from T\iftft toievet 
2J4 



THE HOtrSE OF GOD. 

With tbe blessed to retain. 
And hereafter in Thy glory 
Evermore with Thee to reign. 

4 Praise and honor to the Father, 

Praise and honor to the Son, 
Praise and honor to the Spirit, 

Ever Three and ever One ; 
One in might, and One in glory, , 

While eternal ages run. 

From John Mason Neale, 1851. 

^92 8, 7. 

1 Gove Thou now, and be among us, 

Lord and Maker, while we pray : 
Let Thy presence fill the temple 

Which we dedicate to-day j • 

And, Thyself its Consecrator, 

Dwell within its walls alway. 

2 Grant that all Thy faithful people 

May Thy truer temple be j 
Neither flesh, nor soul, nor spirit. 

Enow another Lord than Thee ; 
But, to Thee onco dedicated. 

Serve Thee everlastingly. 

3 Bright be here the Monarch's altar, 

With the presents that we bring; 
Held in holy veneration, 

Rich with many an offering ; 
Ever hallowed, ever quiet, 

Ever dear to God its King. 

4 Here our souls, as Thy true altars, 

Deign to hallow and to bless, 
Thou future Judge of all men, 

With Thy grace and holiness : 
That Thy gii^, sent down from. hoayeiL.^ 

We may eyermoTQ po«««%%. 
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HER EXTENSION. 

2 He framed the globe -, He built the sky ; 
He made the shining worlds on high, 

And reigns complete in glory there : 
His beams are majesty and light; 
His beauties, how divinely bright ! 

His temple, how divinely fair ! 

3 €ome the great day, the glorious hour, 
When each shall feel His saving power. 

And barbarous nations fear His Name : 
Then shall the race of men confess 
The beauty of His holiness, 

And in His courts His grace proclaim. 

Wattt. 1719. 

295 PSALM 72. i. M. 

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 
«Does his successive journeys run ; 

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

2 For Him shall endless prayer be made, 
And endless praises crown His head ; 
His Name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

3 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on His Love with sweetest song ; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on His Name. 

4 Blessings abound where'er He reigns ; 
The prisoner leaps to lose his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest, 

And all the sons of want are blest. 

5 Where &e displays His healing power, 
Death and the ourse are known no more ; 
In Him the tribes of Adam boast 

More blessings than theVi i^\Xi«t \<(>^\.. 

14 VC\ 



THE CHURCH. 

6 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King j 
Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud amen. 

WattB, 1719.0. 

2fiG CM. 

1 Great God, the nations of the earth 

Are by creation Thine ; 
And in Thy works, by all beheld, 
Thy radiant glories shine. 

2 But, Lord, Thy greater Love has sent 

Thy Gospel to mankind;^ 
Unveiling what rich stores of grace 
Are treasured in Thy mind. 

3 Lord, when shall these glad tidings spread 

The spacious earth around. 
Till every tribe and every soul V 

Shall hear the joyful sound ? 

4 Smile, Lord, on each divine attempt 

To spread the gospel's rays ; 
And build, on sin's demolished throne, 
The temples of Thy praise. 

ThomoB Qihhfma. 1769. 

297 8, 7. 

1 O'er those gloomy hills of darkness 

Look, my soul, be still and gaze : 
All the promises do travail 

With a glorious day of grace. 
Blessed Jubilee, 
Let thy glorious morning dawn. 

2 Let the Indian, let the negro. 

Let the rude Barbarian see 
That divine and glorious oonqaeit, 
Onoe obtained on C«\\ax^ *, 
Let the Gospel 
Wide resotLnd from. po\e to "^c\^« 
218 



mssioNs. 

.ingdoms wide that sit in darkness, 
Grant them, Lord, the glorious light, 
And from eastern coast to western 
May the morning chase the night ; 
And redemption. 
Freely purchased, win the day. 

4 May the glorious day approaching, 

Thine eternal Love proclaim. 
And the everlasting Gospel 

Spread abroad Thy holy Name 
O'er the borders 
Of the great Immanuers land. 

5 Fly abroad, thou mighty Gosp^, 

Win and conquer, never cease ; 
May thy lasting wide dominions 
Multiply and still increase; 
Sway Thy sceptre, 
Savior, aJl the world around. 

William WilliatM. 1772. a. 

*98 7,6. 

1 From Greenland's icy mountalnSy 

From India's coral strand, 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand; 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

2 iWhat though the spicy breeses 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle; 
Though.every prospect pleases. 

And only man is vile : 
In vain with lavish kindness 

The gifts of God are strown : 
The heathen, in b.\a b\\ii^Tk&^^) 

Boiitn down to woo^ tta^ «\atv^. 



asm 



3 Sholl ffc, nhnac souli ere lights 

With «h-[<>m from on higli, 
Shall we to mca benighted 

The lajDp of life den;? 
Salvation, salvation! 

Tbe joyful Bound praoUim, 
TUl each remotest nation 

HsB learned Heagiah's Nama. 
i WbR, waft, ye vinds, Hii atoi;, 

And jon, ja wateri, roU, 
Till, like a sea of glof j. 



The Lanit) far linnera el^n, 
Bedeemer, King, Crsator, 
In bliss retains to reign. 



99 PSALM 72. 

1 BAaiEN, Lord, the glorioua time, 
When, beneath Messiah's away, 
BvBi7 nation, everj olimo, 
6haB the gospel eall obey. 
3 U!ghtieet kings His power shall on 
Heathen tribes His Name adore; 
Satan and bis host, o'erthrown, 
BMind in chains, shall hart ao an 
3 Then shaU war and tumulta oeaia, 



Then 






mdjoyai ^ 
Undisturbed shaJl ever reign. 

Srer praise His glorious Name) 
All ^ia mighty acts lecard, 
AtS Hii Kondroiu tait '$Taa\«^« 



MISSIONS. 

W L.M. 

IpniT of the liring God! 
n all Thy plenitade of grace, 
ere'er the root of man hath trod, 
^ewend on our apostate race ! 

'6 tongues of fire and hearts of love, 
!o preach the reconciling Word ; 
e power and unction froEia abdve^ 
Hiere'er the joyful seund is heaivd. 

darkness, at Thy coming, light] 
lonfusion, order, in Thy path; 
lis without strength inspire with might ; 
Md mercy triumph over wrath. 

)tiie the nations ,* far and nigh 
'he triumphs of the Cross record; 
) Name of Jesus glorify, 
lU every kindred ea>l Him Lord. 

I from eternity hath willed, 
.11 flesh shall His salvation see; 
be the Father's Love fulfilled, 
'he Savior'B sufferings crowned tlirough Thee. 
James Montgomery, 1825. 

1 Thou, whose almighty word 
Chaos atid darkness heard. 

And took their flight ; 
Hear us, we humbly pray; 
And where the gospel day 
Sheds net its glorious ray. 

Let there bought! 

2 Thou, who didst eome to bring;, 
On Thy redeeming wing, 

Healiag and sight, > 

Health to the sick in mind. 
Sight to the inly blind, 
V, now to all maukm^ 

Let there be WgVit \ 'JSX 



THB CHtTBCH. 

,.8, Spirit of truth and love, ; ..• 

Life-giving, holy Dove, 

Speed forth Thy flight ; , 
Move on the waters' faae. 
Bearing the lamp of grace. 
And in earth's darkest place 
Let there he light! 

4 Holy and hlessed Three, 
. Gblorious Trinity, 

. Wisdom, Love, Might ! , 
Boundless as ocean's tide 
polling in fullest pride, 
Through the earth, far aiid wide, . 
Let there be light ! 

John Marriott, 18! 

302 For the Jews, 7, < 

1 THAT the Lord's salvation 

Were out of Zion come. 
To heal His ancient nation, 
To lead His outcasts home I 

2 How long the holy city 

Shall heathen feet profane ? 
Return, Lord, in pity; 
Bebuild her walls again. 

3 Let faU Thy rod of terror. 

Thy saving grace impart ; 
Roll back the veil of error. 
Release the fettered heart. 

4 Let Israel, home returning. 

Her lost Messiah see ; 
Give oil of joy for mourning, 
And bind Thy Church to Thee. 

Henry Franci« Lvte. 
22S 



HER ENLARGEMENT. 

t For our Land, 7s» 

1 Come, divine Emmanael, come, 
Take possession of Thy home ; 
Now Thy mercy's wings expand. 
Stretch throughout the happy land. 

3 Carry on Thy victory, 

Spread Thy rule from sea to sea ; 
Rescue all Thy ransomed race. 
Save us, save us, Lord, by grace. 

3 Take the purchase of Thy Blood, 
Bring us to a pardoning God : 
Give us eyes to see our day. 
Hearts the gospel truth to obey : 

4 Bars to hear the gospel sound, — 
Grace doth more than sin abound ; 
God appeased, and man forgiven, 

, Peace on earth, and joy in heaven. 

5 that every soul might be 
Perfectly subdued to Thee ! 

that all in Thee might know 
Everlasting life below ! 

6 Now Thy mercy's wings expand. 
Stretch throughout the happy land : 
Take possession of Thy home ,• 
Come, divine Emmanuel, come ! 

a Wesley. 1749. a. 

}4 78. 

. Watchman, tell us of the night, 

What its signs of promise are : 
Traveller, o'er yon mountain's height 

See the glory -beaming star ! 
Watchman, does its beauteous ray 

Aught of hope or joy foretell ? 
Traveller, yes, it brings the day. 

Promised day of I&raA\. 



THE CHURCH. 

2 Wat chman, tell us of the night : 

Higher yet that star ascends ! 
Traveller, blessedness and light. 

Peace and trath its coarse portends. 
Watchman, will its beams alone 

Gild the spot that gave them birth ? 
Traveller, ages are its own ; 

See, it bursts o'er all the earth ! 

3 Watchman, tell us of the night. 

For the morning seems to dawn. 
Traveller, darkness takes its flight ; 

Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 
Watchman, let thy wandering cease, 

Hie thee to thy quiet home. 
Traveller, lo, the Prince of Peace, 

Lo, the Son of God is come ! 

Sir John Boxoring. 1825. 

305 7i 

1 HARit ! the soflg of Jnbilee, 

Loud as mighty thunders roar. 
Or the fulness of the sea, 

When it breaks npon the shore : 
Hallelujah ! for the Lord 

God omnipotent shall reign ; 
Hallelujah t let the word 

Echo round the earth and main. 

2 Hallelujah ! hark ! the sound. 

From the depths unto the skies, 
Wakes above, beneath, around. 

All creation's harmonies : 
S^e Jehovah's banner furled, 

Sheathed His sword ; He speaks— 'ti 
And the kingdoms of the world 

Are the kidgdoxas o{ B\« ^OTi. 

224 



THB nrnjRir. 

8 He shall reign from pole to pole 

With illimitahle avrvy : 
He shall reign, when like a scroll 

Yonder hearens hare passed awaj : 
Then the end ;-^beneath His rod 

Man's last enemj shall fall ; 
Hallelujah ! Christ in Ood, 

God in Christ, is all in all. 

Jamea Monlff ornery. 1825. 

1 AvD is the time approaching, 

By prophets long foretold. 
When all shall dwell together, 

One Shepherd, and one fold ? 
Shall every idol perish. 

To moles and bats be thrown. 
And every prayer be offered 

To God in Christ alone ? 

2 Shall Jew and Gentile meetj^^ 
* 'From many a distant shore. 
Around one altar kneeing, 

One common Lord adore ? 
Shall all that now divides us 

Remove and pass away. 
Like shadows of the morning 

Before the blase of day ? 

3 Shall all that now unites u« 

More sweet and lasting prove, 
A closer bond of union. 

In a blest land of love 7 
Shall war be learned no longer. 

Shall strife and tumult oease, 
All earth His blessed kingdom, 

The Lord and PtVu^^^^l ^%»fi.^1 



'TJX^* 



t loDg-ex^lad dBwning, 

Come vith (J17 cheering r*7 ! 
When ahalt the morning brighten, 
The shadova flee airaj ? 



307 Rentlalvm : 

1 How wondroaa uid gn 



H.L.L. 1863. 

v. 3, 4. 10, 11. 

it Th; vorkB, Uod of 

How jiiat. King of paints, and traa are Thy waja ! 
who aball not fear Thea, and tionor Thj Name? 
Thou onl; art hoi;. Thou only supremel 

3 To nations lang dark Th; light ahall be Eho«a; 
Ibeir worahip and Towa shall oome to Thy throne. 
Th7 tnith ^d Thy judgments ehatl apread all 






2 Etero&l are Tbj 1 
Eternal tratb atti 
Thj praiae ahall f 



Ida Thy Word. 

innd from shore to si 



THE WOBD or GOD. 

THE WORD OF GOD. 

309 PSALM 19. L. JP 
. 1 I ibOYB the volume of Thy Word : 

What light and joy those leaves afford 
To souls benighted and distrest ! 

Thy precepts guide my doubtful way ; 

Thy fear forbids my feet to stray; 
Thy promise leads my heart to rest. 

2 From the discoveries of Thy Law 
The perfect rules of life I draw ; 

These are my study and delight : 
Not honey so invites the taste. 
Nor gold that hath the furnace passed 

Appears so pleasing to the sight. 

3 Thy threatenings wake my slumbering ey 
And warn me where my danger lies ; 

But 'tis Thy blessed Gospel, Lord, 
That makes my guilty conscience dean. 
Converts my soul, subdues my sin, 

And gives a free, but large reward. 

4 Who knows the errors of his thoughts f 
My God, forgive my secret faults, 

And from presumptuous sins restrain. 
Accept my poor attempts of praise, 
That I have read Thy Book of grace 

And book of nature not in vain. 

Watt*. Vt 

310 C 

How precious is the Book divine, 

By inspiration given ! 
Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine, 

To guide our souls to heaven. 

It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts 
In this dark vale of tears ; 

Life, light, and ^oy it «l\\\ ygdl'<^«s\.%. 
And quells our miuj^ i««x%. 



1 



THE KEAKS OF GRACE. 

3 This Lamp, throagk all the tediouB nigbi 
Of life, shall guide our way, 
Till we behold the clearer light 

Of an eternal day. John Fawcett, 17fl 

311 C. 

1 Father of meroiei, In Thy WenI 

What endless glqry riiines 1 
For ever be Thy Name adored 
For these celestial lines. 

2 Here the Redeemer's welcome roiec 

Spreads heavenly peace arouad ; 
And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful sound. 

3 may these heavenly pages be 

My ever dear delight; 
And still new beauties may I see^ 
And still increasing light ! 

4 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord ! 

Be Thou for ever near. 
Teach me to love Thy sacred Word, 
And view my Savior there. 

AAfifw Steele, Itt 

312 C. 

1 A GLORT gilds the sacred page, 

Majestic like the sun ; 
It gives a light to every age. 
It gives, but borrows none. 

2 The Hand that gave it still supplies 

His gracious light and heat. 
His truths upon the nations rise ; 
They rise, but never set. 

3 Let everlasting thanks be Thine, 

For such a bright display 
As makes a world of darkness shine 
^ With beams of heavenly day. 
22^ 



4 U; nml rejoloes to pania 
Ths itepi of Him I love, 
Till glory breaka BpOB my vii 
Id briglitfir worlda liboVD. 



SX3 PSALM lie. 

1 How «h«ll the young aeo 

And gaiid their livei Irom sin i 
Thj Word the ohoicMt rnlee imput* 



Cewper. 1779. 

a Jif. 

tbelr heuti. 



Thy Word the ohoici 
tokeapthBconMJ 
3 When onca it entua to the nind. 
It spreads luoh light ftbtoad. 



Them 






Dughts to Ood. 

5 'Tin like the aan, a hearenTy light, 

that guides us all the day; 
And through the dangers of the night 
A lamp to lead ijur way. 
i The stkiry heaveai Thy rule obey. 
The eaith maintaiaa ber plaee; 
And thoH Thy aeivants, night uid day, 
• Thy skill and powrn eipreas. 

6 But still Thy Law and tlospal, Lord, 

Hot earth stands flrmer than Thy Word, 
Nor stars so nobly shine. 
6 Thy Word is Bveriaating troth r 
How pure is every page 1 
That holy Book shall guide oar youth, 
And well aapport oar ag" "'' — ' 
314 Dan Wort, O Hktt, itt miMar J"*™. C. 
1 Tar Word, Lord, like gentle dewa, 
Falls sott on hearts that pine ; 
Lord, to Thy garden De'er rernaa 
Thia heavenly bahu of Thine. 



\1\i. 



Through all the coming 



UCkjri 



Thy Word is like a flaming sword, 

A wedge that cleaveth stone ; 
Keen as a fire, so burns Thy Word, 

And pierceth flesh and bone. 
Let it go forth o'er all the earth, 

To cleanse our hearts within, 
To show Thy power in Satan's hour. 

And break tne might of sin. 

Thy Word, a wondrous guiding star, 

On pilgrim hearts doth rise. 
Leads those to God who dwell afar. 

And makes the simple wise. 
Let not its light e'er sink in night ; 

In every spirit shine. 
That none may miss heaven's final bliss, 

Led by Thy light divine. 

From Miss Winkworth. 1855. 
Tr. Carl Bernard Garve, 182f 



Whale'er of fcir the bad to douat. 

Of hopo tho KOod to cheer ! 
All that may priifit man, Lord, 

Thy bounty give) ue here. 

3 Joined with oar household's little ohoroh, 

And in the UBcmbl; of the sunti. 

That eured Wutd he our>. 
To read and hear, to mark and learn, , 

And inxardlj digest ; 
And no who gave the Word, may He 

On thoBB who leoi-n it, rest I 

4 Thenoe on our hearts maj livel; faith 

Celestial comfort pour, 
With patience, lightenerof our ills. 

And hope tbat looks before : 
That we, with Thy united Chmoli, 

May lift our sohIs abOTo, 
And with one mind and montb prool^m 

TLy glory, God of loTer 

Bichard SfoBl. 183T. 

BAPTISM. 
tf j:5^(n- J-esu. u,ir und MtC 7, 8, 8. 

Hot. to do a> Thou hast spoken ; 
And tblt ehild, at Thy oommand, 

How WB bring to Thee, in lokeD 
That to Thee it here is given ; 
For of saoh shall be Thy heaTen. 
2 Yes, Thy warning Toioe is plain, 

And we Tain would keep It duly ; 
"He who is not bom again. 

Heart and life renewing tmly. 
Bom of water and the Spirit, 
Will my kingdom i»i«i \i£&«^A.r 



THE UXAKS or GRAZE. 

3 Therefore hasten we to Thee ; 

Take the pledge we bring, take it 
Let lu here Thy glory see. 

And in tender pity make it 
Now Thy child, and leave it nerer, 
Thine on earth and Thine forever. 

4 Make it^ Lord, Thy member now : 

Shepherd, take Thy lamb, and feed i' 
• Prinee of peace, its peace be Thou ; 

Way of life, to heaven lead it; 
Vine, this branch may nothing sever, 
Be it graft in Thee for ever. 

5 Now upon Thy heart it lies, 

What our hearts so dearly treasure : 
Heavenward lead our burdened sighs. 

Pour Thy blessing without measure ; 
Write theename we now have given. 
Write it in the book of heaven. 

MUa Wxnkworth, 1858. 
Tr, Benjamin Schmolk, 1 

317 Vaterherz, C. B. 

1 Father, who hast ereated all 

In wisest love, we pray. 
Look on This babe, who at Thy call 

Is entering on life's way. 
Bend o'er it now with blessing fraught. 
And make Thou something out of nangh 

2 Son, who died for us, behold. 

We bring our child to Thee ! 
Great Shepherd, take it to Thy fold, 

Thine own for aye to be : 
Defend it through this earthly strife. 
And lead it on the path of IiIq. 



A ohild of Qod, a home for Thee I 

Qod, what Thou aommand'st in done: 

W« speak, but Thine the might : 
ThiB child, which scarce bath seen the eun, 

O pour OD it Thj light. 
In futh and hope, in joj and love, 
Tboa SuD of all below, above ! 

Mia Wiakicorlh. 1S5S. a 



1 "Permit them 
"SoisoornU 
Itw 
Tl 

3 We bring them. Lord, with grateful heartB, 
And jield them up to Thee ; 
Jo7liil that we ourgelrcs are Thine, 
Thine let our oSspritig be I 

Doddridge. IIBS. c 



1 Fardorid through redeemiDg grsoe. 
In Thy blesied Son reTealed, 
VorthipplDg before Thy tvw, 
Lard, to IhM Da»«V<«» ii« iSi^^ 
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JBKEWAL 07 THE BAPTISMAL COTEVAlTT. 

Many foes will straight assail me, 

Craftier, stronger far than I ; 
And the strife will never fail me, 

Well I know, until I die. 
Keep me from my own undoing ; 

Let me turn to Thee wheb tried : 
Faint, if needs, but still pursuing. 

Never venturing from Thy side. 

I would trust in Thy protecting, 

"Wholly rest upon Thine arm j 
FoUow wholly Thy directing, 

my only Guard from harm ! 
Meet me now with Thy salvation, 

In Thy Church's ordered way ; 
Let me feel Thy Confirmation 

In Thy truth and fear to-day : 

\o that might and wisdom gaining, 

Hope ip danger, joy in grief. 
Tow and ever more remaining 

In the catholic belief, 

esting in my Savior's merit, 

Strengthened with the Spirit's strength, 

ith Thy Church I may inherit 

ML my Father's joy at length. 

John Mason Neale, 1846. a. 



Ich bin getauft auf Deinem Namen, Sf 7» 

Father, Son, and Holy Spitit, 
I'm bi^tized in Thy dear Name ,* 

a the seed Thou dost inherit, 
With the people Thou dost claim, 

I am reckoned ; 
And for me the Bttviot qmsi^* 



1&^ 




I reaeivsBt me, FatlieT, 
a child BDd hsir of Ibioa; 
!, XboD who died'st, yet, »tlier 



Ever Thine Blon* to be r 

And forerer 
Sin and all its lusU to Am. > 

4 GraeioaB God, bXI ThOD bast spoken 

But if 1, alas? have bTi>keTi 

These my tows, hide not Tb; faoa; 

Aod from falling 
reMore me by Tby graot t 

6 Lord, to Thee I now sarreiider 
AlUhnre, and all I am; 
Hake m; heart mure true and teoder, 
Olority in me Thy Name. 

To Thy will be all m; aim. 

8 Halp me in this bigb eadearor. 

Father, 8on, and Holy Ohostl 

Sind my heart to Thee foreier, 

Till I join the heavenly host. 

Lining, dying. 
Let me make in Thee my bout ' 
Ckttrlt$ W. Sckatffer. 1800. 
TV. Jolm Jacob Sambaek. V 



ISBiPTISlW'*^'''^''*' ^ ^ 
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^Qd make 1 u""*,.^** 






Aaenianeean: forget, 
)r there TLy conflict see, 
Idb Bgooj Had hloodj Bwcat, 
And not rempmhor Then? 

And rest on CalTorj, 
' Lamb oF God, hit Sucriflce ! 

I must remember Thee. 
JUmemhcr rhee, uud till Thy pains, 

AndHllThy I.oya tom«; 
r«, irbilo B brcnth, n pulsa remnins. 

Will I renieniber Thee. 
And when tbcde fu-iltn;^ U^s grow duml 

And mind und memorj flee. 
Whan Thou ehalt in Thy kingdom oon 






ri Moxlgomerg. I8SS. 

S.M. 



hcBVODlT 7alb)<r bhUb 
It and Hia mombora ono 
leohildrenofHiaLoTC, 
He the fitBt-lioru Bou. 
.ro bat aeveral paite 
10 Eume broken bread: 



it gioriooH NBine to rai 
re B.tid luvo SU overy uj 
nd sYBr; foicD be praia 



1 Mv Onil, unii ia Thy tabic spread? 

And does Thv cup with love o'erflow? 
ThillicT he nil Thy ehildriMi led, 
And let them all its Bweetness know. 

2 Ilail, aacred Peaat, which Jesui makei, 

Righ Banquet of Hi> Fleeb and Blood 
ThrioB bapp7 he, who hara part&bea 
Thst sacred BtrB&m, that heaTcnt; f« 

3 Why are ila hleaainia all in vain 

Before unwilling hearte diBplayed 7 
Wm not for ai the rietim ilaia ? 

Are wo forbid the childieo'e Bread t 
i let Thy table honored be. 

And fqmished well with joyful gneab 
And may each soul aalvation lee. 
That here iti aaored pledgea taates. 
5 Let crowds approach, with hearts prepa 
With narin desire lot all attend; 
Nor, when we leere our Father's board, 
The plesiuis or the profit end. 

Oaddndge. ITS 

328 C. 

1 O God nnseen, yet erer near. 

Thy presence may we feel; 
And thus, inspired with holy fear. 
Before Thine altar kneel. 

2 Here may Thy faithful pwple know 

Theblejsiogaof Thy LoiOi 
The itreame that through the desert if 

3 We come, obedient to Thy Wotd, 

To feast on heayenlj toad-, 
Oar meat the Bods o! fta l-orft. 
Our drink, ttia pteoiooi "BVooi. 



THE LOBP 8 SUPPER. 

J32 Ecce Pania Angelorum. 

1 Lo, upon the altar lies 

Bread of heayen from the skies : 
Food to mortal wanderers given. 
To the sops and heirs of heaven. 

2 Jesus, Shepherd of the sheep ! 
Thou Thy flook in safety keep. 
Living Bread ! Thy life supply, 

xiiS'^gW^AhflQ IV JWOfljft wft die- • 

From heaven, the eternal mercy-seat. 

On us Thy Messing pour. 
And make our inmost souls to he 
A habitation meet for Thee. 

2 Thy Body for our ransom given, 

Thy Blood in mercy shed, — 
With this immortal food from heaven. 

Lord, let our souls be fed : 
And as we round Thine altar kneel, 
Help us Thy quickening grace to feel. 

3 Be Thou, Holy Spirit, nigh ; 

Accept the humble prayer, 
The contrite soul's repentant sigh. 

The sinner's heartfelt tear ; 
And let our adoration rise 
As fragrant incense to the skies. 

XJnknoion. 1852. a, 

3 Come, glorious Lord ! my hopes increase. 
And mix my portion with Thy peace ! 
Come, and forever dwell in me. 

That I may only live to Thee. 

4 Come, hidden life, and that long day 
For which I languish, come away! 
When this dry soul Thy face shall see, 
And drink the unseole^ BQ\ix&^ tA'^N^sA*. 



7s, 



' That sacred stream, tnai aeavcix.j . 

a WK« -- i*- 'SlEscaViatorum. ' 

'^ 1 BREAD to pilgrims given, 

Richer than angels eat, 
O Manna Bent from heaven, 
^ For £eaven-born natures meet I 
Give us, for Thee long pming, 
To eat till richly fiUed; 

Thy^weetoesB, never w«Ung, 
IvMlB from age to »««• 
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THX L0BP*8 SUPPER. 



Ecce Panis Angelorum. '^fs* 

1 liOf upon the altar lies 

Bread of heaven from the skies : 
Food to mortal wanderers given. 
To the sops and heirs of heaven. 

2 Jesns, Shepherd of the sheep ! 
Thou Thy flook in safety keep. 
Living Bread ! Thy life supply. 
Strengthen us, or else we die. 

3 Thou, who feedest us below ! 
Source of all we have or know I 
Grant that with Thy saints above 
We may reach Thy feast of love I 

From Edward Castoall. 1848. 
Tr, Thomas Aquinaa* ah* 1270. 

333 Adoro Te devote, JL. M. 

1 With all the powers my poor heart hath 
Of humble love and loyal faith, 

I come, dear Lord, to worship Thee, 
Whom so much Love bowed low for me. 

2 dear memorial of that Death 

Which still survives, and gives us breath ! 
Live ever, Bread of Life, and be 
]\|Iy food, my joy, my all to me ! 

3 Come, glorious Lord ! my hopes increase, 
And mix my portion with Thy peace ! 
Come, and forever dwell in me. 

That I may only live to Thee. 

4 Come, hidden life, and that long day 
For which I languish, come away ! 
When this dry soul Thy face shall see, 
And drink the uiiBe8A.Q^^\iXQfik ^"Tv^s^-. 



THE MEANS OV GBkCB. 

5 Wben glory's sun faith's shade shall chase. 
And for Thy veil, giv« me Thy faee; 
Then shall my praise eternal be 
To the etemid Trinity 1 

Theophilus Dorrinffton, 1686. a. 
: From Richard Crcukaw, 1646. 
Tr. Thoma* Aquinas, ab, 1270. 

t34 Trochaic 6, 6. 

Adoro Te devote. 

1 HwBLT I adore Thee, blessed Savior, now; 
Thee my Lord confessing, and my God, I bow. 
Give me ever stronger faith in Thee above. 
Give me ever etronger hope and stronger love. 

2 O most fiweet memorial of Hie Death and woe, 
Living Bread, which givest life to men below^ 
Let my spirit ever eat of Thee and live, 

And the olest fruition of Thy sweetness give ! 

3 Jesns, whom thus veiled I must i»ee below. 
When shall that be ^iven which I long for so, 
That at last beholding Thy uncovered face, 
Thou wouldst satisfy me with Thy fullest graoe 1 

John Mason Neale. 1851. a. 
j?V*. Thomas Aquinas, ah. 1270. 

S35 Trochaic 7f 6. 

1 SuFFBitTNG Savior, Lamb of God, 

How hast Thou been us^d J 
With the Almighty's wrathful rod 
Soul and body bruised ! 

2 We, for whom Thou once wast slain. 

We, whose sins did pierce Thee, 
JSTow commemorate Thy pain, 
And implore Thy meroy. 
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ff uen temptations seize us ; 
Naught have we to look unto, 
But the Blood of Jesus. 

5 Pardon all our baseness. Lord 

All our weakness pity : 
Guide us safely by Thy Word 
To the heavenly city. 

6 sustain us on the road 

Through this desert dreary. 
Feed us with Thy Flesh and Bh 
When we're faint and weary. 

7 Bid us call to mind Thy Cross 

Our hard hearts to soften. 
Often, Savior, feast us thus ; 
For we need it often. 

Joseph Hart 

336 

1 Bread of heaven, on Thee we f»» 
For Thy Flesh '-" - 



AfUr Commu»fon. 
Wie vohl katl Du grlabet. 
rriKG Bruad from hpivviin, 
Dw hftrt Thou I'pd Thy goert 
gifla Thou non hut giren 
ave filled m; heart 



O Cup that 
In Uiaokful 



[of bl 



e,ft pa» 



sing. 



2 Mj Lnrd, Thon here hast ted me 

Wilhiu Th; holioat place, 
And then! Thyselt' bast fed ine 

With tTBMurea of Thy griwe : 
And Thou hut fnoly given 

What earth cnnld never hoy. 
The Broid of Life from heaTcn, 

That QDW I shall not die 1 

3 Thou givest all I wasted, 

The Food can death deistroy; 
And Thoa hast freety granted 

The Cap of endless joy. 
Ah, Lord, I do Dot merit 

The (iLVOt Then hajt ahown. 
And all luj suul and epirit 

Lnw down hoforo Thy throns! 
i Lord, gmnt mo tiat, thus atriitigl 

With heavenly Food, ivhtle bei 
My course on earth is lengthaoed 

And when Tbon calleat my spirit 
To leave this world belovf, 
■ onghThym ' 
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THE lord's supper. 

338 Trochaic 7, 0. 

"1 Lord, accept our feeble praise 
6t I For the banquet given ; 

Though unworthy, we would raise 
Hearts and hands to heaven. 

2 Of the streams of grace divine 
We have now been tasting : 

On the mystic bread and wine 
With rich comfort feasting. 

3 Meat indeed Thy Flesh we find, 
Drink Thy Blood so precious; 

Jesus, Savior, Thou art kind, 
Merciful and gracious ! 

4 On our guilty souls Thy rod 
Falls with gentle chidings j 

And Thou healest with Thy Blood 
All our great backslidings. 

5 !May we to Thy bleeding Gross 
Soul and body fasten ; 

All for Jesus count but loss, 
To His coming hasten. 

6 None from trials are below 
Totally exempted; 

All-suflScient grace bestow, 
Succor, Lord, the tempted. 

7 To Thy Name, for evermore. 
Be all glory given ; 

None on earth will we adore. 
None but Thee in heaven. 

Unknotdn, 1757. 

339 H. M. 

1 Atithor of life divine, 

Who hast a table spread. 
Furnished with living Wine, 
And everlasting Bread, 



' 



THE ORDER OP SALVATION'. 

Preserve the life Thyself hast given, 
And feed and train us up for heaven. . 

2 * Our needy souls sustain 

With fresh supplies of love, 
TUl all Thy life we gain, 
And all Thy goodness prove ; 
And, strengthened by Thy perfect grace. 
Behold, without a veil. Thy face. 

C. Wedey. 1745. ( 



CALLING. 

340 a M 

1 The Savior calls ; let every ear 

Attend the heavenly sound. 
Ye doubting soul?, dismiss your fear ; 
Hope smiles reviving round. 

2 For every thirsty longing heart, 

Here streams of bounty flow, 
r And life, and health, and bliss impart. 

To banish mortal woe. 

3 Here springs of sacred pleasure rise. 
To ease your every pain. 

Immortal fountain ! full supplies ! 
Nor shall you thirst in vain. 

4 Ye sinners, come, 'tis mercy's voice ; 
The gracious call obey : 

Mercy invites to heavenly joys, 
And can you yet delay ? 

6 Bear Savior, draw reluctant hearts ,* 
To Thee let sinners fly, 
And take the bliss Thy Love imparts. 
And drink, and never die. 

Anne Steele, Vjf 
248 



CALLINO. 
14:1 C. M 

r The King of heaven His table sprees, 
And dainties orown the board. 
Not all the boasted joys of earth 
Gould such delight afford. 

2 Pardon and peace to dying men. 

And endless life are given ; 
And the rich Blood that Jesus shed 
To raise the soul to heaven. 

3 Ye hungry poor, who long have strayed 

In sin's dark mazes, come ] 
Come from the hedges and high way s. 
And Grace will find you room. 

4 Thousands of souls, in glory now^ 

Were fed and feasted here ; 
And thousands more, still on the way, 
Around the board appear. 

5 Tet are His house and heart so large. 

That thousands more may oom&; 
Nor could the wide assembling world 
O'erfiU the spacious room. 

6 All things are ready : enter in, 

Nor weak excuses frame. 
Come, take your places at the feasty 
And bless the Founder's Name. 

Doddridge. 175 

342 

1 The Spirit, in our hearts 

Is whispering, " Sinner, come :" 
The bride, the Church of Christ, prools 



To all His children, " Come V 

2 Let him that heareth, say 
To all about him, '^ComeT 
Let him that thirsts for righteoaraen 
To Christ, the Fountain, come! 



THE OBDSB 09 BALYATIOIT. 

3 *• Yes, whosoeyer will, 

let him freely come, 
Ancf freely drink the stream of life : 
'Tis Jesus bids him come. 

4 Lo, Jesns, who invites, 
Declares, ** I quickly come ;" 

Lord, eyen so ! I wait Thine hour; 
Jesus, my Savior, come ! 

Henry Uatic Onderdonk. 1826. 

343 L. M. 

1 " Comb hither, all ye weary souls, 

Te heavy-laden sinners, come \ 
ril give you rest from all your toils, 
And raise you to my heavenly home. 

2 " They shall find rest, that learn of Me; 

I'm of a meek and lowly mind; 
But passion rages like the sea, 
And pride is restless as the wind. 

3 " Blest is the man, whose shoulders take 

My yoke, and bear it with delight I 
My yoke is easy to his neck ; 
My grace shall make the burden light." 

4 Jesus ! we come at Thy command, 

With faith, and hope, and humble leal; 
Resign our spirits to Thy hand. 



WaU9. 1709. 
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To mould and guide us at Thy wilL {, 



,% 



344: 78. 

1 Coke, said Jesus' sacred voice, • 4 

Come, and make my paths your choice : J 

I will guide you to your home ; \ 

Weary pilgrim, hither come ! 

350 
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2 Sinner, oome ! for here is fonnd 
Balm that flows for every wound ; 
Peace that ever shall endure ; 
Best eternal, saored, sure. 

Anna Letitia Barbauld, 1795. 
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1 Hasten, sinner, to be wise ; 

Stay not for the morrow's sun : 
Wisdom if you still despise. 
Harder is she to be won. 

2 Hasten, mercy to implore ; . 

Stay not for the morrow's sun : 
Lest thy season should be o'er, 
Ere this eyening.'8 stage be run. 

3 Hasten, sinner, to return ; 

Stay not for the morrow's sun : 
Lest thy lamp should cease to burn, 
Ere salvation's work is done. 

4 Hasten, sinner, to be blest ; 

Stay not for the morrow's sun : 
Lest perdition thee arrest, 
Ere the morrow is begun. 

ThonuuSeoH, 1773. 
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1 Come, ye weary sinners, come, 

All who feel your heavy load j 
Jesus calls His wanderers home ; 
Hasten to your pardoning God. 

2 Come, ye guilty souls opprest, 

Answer to the Saviors call : 
'' Come, and I will give you rest; 
Come, and I will save you all." 
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THE ORDER OP SALVATION. 

3 Jesus, full of tmth and love. 

We Thy kindest word obey: 
Faithful let Thy mercies prore. 
Take onr load of guilt away. 

4 Fain we would on Thee rely. 

Cast on Thee our sin and care : 
To Thine arms of mercy fly, 
Find our lasting quiet there. 

6 Lo, we come to Thee for ease ; 
True and gracious as Thou art. 
Now onr weary souls release. 
Write forgiveness on our heart. 

G. We9ley. 1746. a. 

S47 , 8, r, 7. 

1 Comb to Calvary's holy mountain^ 

Sinners, ruined by the Fall ; 
H^re ft pure and healing fountain 

Hows to you, to me, to all ; 
In a full perpetual tide, 
Opened when onr Savior died. 

2 Come in poverty and meanness, 

Come defiled, without, within ; 
From ii^fection and uncleanness. 

From the leprosy of sin. 
Wash your robes and make them white ; 
Ye shall walk with God in light. 

3 Come in sorrow and contrition. 

Wounded, impotent, and blind ; 
Here the guilty free remission, 

Here the troubled peace may find: 
Health this fountain will restore > 
He that drinks shall thirst no more. 
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Ho that drinks shall live forever; 
'Tis ft vool-renewing flood : 



CALLIKO. 

God is faithful ; God will never 
Break His coyenant in blood, 
Signed when our Redeemer died^ 
Sealed when He was glorified. 

James Mon^fomery, 1825. 

34:8 Gott rufet noch ! L. M. 

1 God calling yet! — shall I not hear? 
Earth's pleasures shall I still hold dear? 
Shall life's swift passing years all fly, 
And still my soul in slumbers lie ? 

2 God calling yet ? — shall I not rise I 
Can I His loving voice despise, 
And basely His kind care repay? 
He calls me still: can I delay? 

3 God calling yet ! — and shall He knock. 
And I my heart the closer lock ? 

He still is waiting to receive, 

And shall I dare His Spirit grieve? 

4 God calling yet ! — and shall I give 
No heed, but still in bondage Uve ? 
I wait, but He does not forsake ; 

He calls me still : — my heart, awake ! 

5 Ah, yield Him all ; in Him confide : 
Where but with Him doth pe&ce abide ? 
Break loose, let earthly bonds be riven, 
And let the spirit rise to heaven I 

6 God calling yet ! — I cannot stay ; 
My heart I yield without delay: 

Vain world, farewell ! from thee I part ; 
The voice of God hath reached my heart! 

From H. L. L. 1853. 

Tr, Gerhard Tereteegen, ah. 1730. 



THE ORDER OF SALVATION. 

REPENTANCE. 

349 

1 God of merey ! God of graoe ! 

Hear oar sad repentant songs. 
restore Thy suppliant race, 

Thou to whom our praise belongs 

2 Beep regret for follies past. 

Talents wasted, time misspent ; 
Hearts debased by worldly cares. 
Thankless for the blessings lent : 

3 Foolish fears and fond desires, 

Vain regrets for things as yain ; 
Lips too seldom taught to praise, 
Oft to murmur and complain ; 

4 These, and every secret fault. 

Filled with grief and shame, we o\ 
Humbled at Thy feet we lie. 
Seeking pardon from Thy throne. 

John Taylor, 

350 

1 Thou whose tender mercy hears 

Contrition's humble sigh ; 
Whose hand, indulgent, wipes the tea 
From sorrow's weeping eye ! 

2 See, low before Thy throne of grace, 

A wretched wanderer mourn. 
Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face ! 
Hast Thou not said, return ? 

3 And shall my guilty fears prevail. 

To drive me from Thy feet? 
let not this dear refuge fail. 
This only safe retreat. 

4 Absent from Thee, my Guide, my Lig 

Without one cheering ray, 
264 
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THE ORDBB OF SALTATION. 
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PSALM 61. 



Xj» ilf • 



Show pity, Lord; OLord! forgive; 
Let a repenting rebel live. 
Are not Thy meroiee largo and free 7 
May not a sinner trust in Thee ? 

My crimes are great, bat don't surpass- 
The power and glory of Thy grace ; 
Great God, Thy nature hath no bounds 
So let Thy pardoning Love be found. 

wash my soul from eyery sin, 

And make my guilty conscience clean ; 
Lotd, let me hear Thy pardoning voice, 
And bid my broken heart rejoice. 

My lips with shame my sins confess 
Against Thy law, against Thy grace : 
Lord, should Thy judgment grow severe, 

1 am condemned, but Thou art clear. 

Yet save a tremjbling sinner, Lord, 
Whose hope, still hovering round Thy Word, 
Would lignt on some sweet promise there, ^ 
Some sure support against despair. 

WaU$,. 1719. a. 



353 



PSALM 51. 



L.M. 



1 Thou that hear'st when sinners cry, 
Though all my crimes before Thee lie. 
Behold them not with angry look. 
But blot their memory from Thy book. 

2 Create my nature pure within, 
And form my soul averse to sin ; 
Let Thy good Spirit ne'er depart. 
Nor hide Thy presence from my heart. 

3 I cannot live without Thy light. 

Cast out and banished from Thy sight ; 
Thy holy joys, my God, restore, 
And guard me that I fall no more. 
256 



REPENTANCE. 

4 Though I have grieved Thy Spirit, Lord, 
His help and comfort still afford; 
And let a wretch come near Thy throne, 
To plead the merits of Thy Son. 

6 A broken heart, my God, my King, 
Is all the sacrifice I bring ,* 
The God of grace will ne'er despise 
A broken heart for sacrifice. 

6 My soul lies humbled in the dust. 
And owns Thy dreadful sentence just ; 
Look down, Lord, with pitying eye, 
And save the soul condemned to die. 

7 may Thy Love inspire my tongue ! 
Salvation shall be all my song ; 
And all my powers shall join to bless 

The Lord; my Strength and Bighteousness. 

Watta. 1719. 

1 Whence shall my tears begin ? 

What first-fruits shall I bear 
Of sorrow for my sin, 
Or how my woes declaA>e? 
Thou, the ever-gracious One ! 
Forgive the sins that I have done. 

2 Thou formedst me of clay, 

heavenly Potter ! Thou 
In flesh didst me array, 

With life and breath endow. 
Thou who dost make, redeem, and know, 
To me. Thy creature, pity show 1 

3 I lie beforo Thy door, 

turn me not away ! 
. Nor give Thy servant o*er 

To Satan for a prey ! 
But ere the term of life and grace. 
Do Thou my many sins^efiince ! 257 



THE ORDER OF SALTAN 

I Thou spotless Lamb divh 

Who takest sin away, 

RemoYO the load that mi: 

Upon mj conscienoe Is 

And of Thy mercy grant Tl 

Remission of iniquity ! 

John Mcuon ^ 
Tr, Andrew i 
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L And wilt Thou pard( 
A sinner such as I ? 

Although Thy book his o 
Of such a crimson dj 

I So deep are they eng 
So terrible their fear 

The righteous scarcely sh 
And where shall I a| 

\ My soul, make all th 
To Him who all thin 

That so the Lamb may yi 
For thine iniquities. 

V Thou, Physician b 
Make clean my guilt 

And me, by many a sin o 
Restore, and keep m' 

^ I know not how to p 

Thy mercy and Thy 

But deign Thy servant tc 

And I shall learn ab< 

John MoMon Nealt, 
Tr, Joseph of the & 
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BXPSNTASrCK. 

56 JL. M. 6 1. 

1 The abjSB of many a former sin 
Encloses me, and bars me in : 

Like billows my transgressions roll ; — 
Be Thou the Pilot of my soul ! 
And to salvation's harbor bring, 
Thoa Savior and Thoa glorioas King ! 

2 My Father's heritage abused, 
Wasted by lust, by sin misused ; 

To shame and want and misery brought, 
The slave to many a fruitless thought: — 
I cry to Thee, who lovest men, 
pity and receive again ! 

3 In hunger now, no more possest 

Of that my portion bright and blest. 
The exile and the alien see. 
Who yet would fain return to Thee ! 
And save me. Lord, who seek to raise 
To Thy dear Love the hymn of praise ! 

4 With that blest thief my prayer I make. 
Remember for Thy mercy's saJce ! 

With that poor publican I cry. 
Be merci/tu, Uod most high ! 
With that lost prodigal I fain 
Back to my home would turn again! 

5 Mourn, mourn, my soul, with earnest care. 
And raise to Christ the contrite prayer : — 
Thou, who freely wast made poor. 

My sorrows and my sins to cure, 
Me, poor of all good works, embrace. 
Enriching with Thy boundless grace! 

John MoBon NecUe. 1862. 



i 



THE ORDER OP SALVATION. 

We ART of wandering from my Gtod, 
And now made wiilioi; to retara, 

I heac, and bow me to the rod ; 
For Thee, not witfaont hope, I moon ; 

I hare an AdFoeato abovey 

A Friend befoire the throne of Loto. 

Jeeos, full of truth and gra«e, 
More full of grace than I of sin ; 

Tet onee agaia I seek Thy faoe, 
Open Thine arms, luid take me in ! 

And freely my backslidings heal^i 

And lore the faithless sinner stuL 

Thou know'st the way to bring me back, 

My fallen spirit to restore ; 
O, for Thy truth and mercy's sake, 

Forgire, and bid me sin no more : 
Th« ruins of my ^Q^i repair. 
And in»ke mj besj^t a hipuse of prayer. 

a Wesley. 1749. 



? X,Jlf. 

L that my loi4 of sin were gone ! 
that I oonld at last submit 
At Jeeos' feet to lay It down, 
To lay my soul at Jesus feet ! 

t Rest for my soul I long to find : 
Savior of all, ii. mine Thou art, 
Give me Thy meek and lowly mind. 
And stamp Thine ii^age on n^y heart. 

\ Fain womld I learn of Thee, my God ; 
Thy light and easy burden prove, 
The Cross, all stained with hajlowed blood. 
The labor of Thy dying Love. 



HBPJffJSTTAJrCTir. 

Come, Lord, the drooping sinner cheer. 
Nor let Thy ebariot wheels delay; 

Appear in my poor heart, appear; 
My God, my dariow*, oome away ! 

(7. Wetiey, 1742, 

O God, mine muMti wofwH temreri I 
And deeply on my thoughtfol heart 

Eternal things impress : 
Give me to feel their solemn weight. 
And tremble on the brink of fate. 

And wake to righteoamess* 

2 Before me place, in dread array. 
The pomp of that tremendous day. 

When Thou with cloadd sbi^t oome 
To judge the" nations at Thy bar; 
And tell me. Lord, shall I be there 

To meet a joyful doom ? 

3 Be this my one great businesv here. 
With serious industry and fear 

My future bliss to insure : 
Thine utmost eounsel to fulfil. 
And suffer all Thy righteous will. 

And to the end endure. 

4 Then, Savior, then my wml reoeire. 
Transported from this rale, to lire 

Ana reign with Thee above } 
Where faiUi is sweetly lost in right. 
And hope in full supreme delight 

And eyerlasting love. 

a Weaie^. 1749, 

8. M. 

Tnotr who wouldst not have 
One wretched sinner die. 
Who diedst Thyself, my soul to save 

.From endless misery! S81 



THE OBDSB OF SIXYATIOK. 

Show me the way to shun 
Thy dreadful wrath serere. 
That when Thou oomest on Thy thron< 
I may with joy appear. 

2 Thou art Thyself the Way, 

Thyself in me reveal ; 
So shall I pass my life's short day 

Obedient to Thy will; 

So shall I love my God, 

Because He first lored me, 
And praise Thee in Thy bright abode, 

Through all eternity. C7. Wealey. 



FAITH AND JUSTIFICATION. 

361 7, 

1 God of my salvation, hear, 

And help me to believe ; 
Simply do I now draw near, 

Thy blessing to receive : 
Full of guilt, alas ! I am, 
But to Thy wounds for refuge flee : 
Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb, 

Thy Blood was shed for me. 

2 Nothing have I, Lord, to pay, 

Nor can Thy grace procure ; 
Empty send me not away. 

For I, Thou know'st, am poor: 
Dust and ashes is my name. 
My all is sin and misery : 

Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb, 

Thy Blood was shed for me. 

a Wetley, '. 
202 



VJLITH AXD JTT8TIVI0ATI0V. 

1 Jsstrs, the ginner's Friend, to Thee, 
Lost and undone, for aid I flee ; 
Weary of earth, myself, and sin ; 
Open Thine arms, and take me in ! 

2 Pity and heal my sin-sick soul ; 

'Tis Thou alone canst make me whole ; 
Dark, till in me Thine imagefthine, 
And lost I am, till Thou art mine. 

3 The mansion for Thyself prepare ; 
Dispose my heart by entering there ! 
'Tis this alone can make me clean ; 
'Tis this alone can cast out sin. 

4 At last I own it cannot be 

That I should fit myself for Thee : 
Here then to Thee I all resign ; 
Thine is the work, and only Thine. 

5 What shall I say Thy grace to move ? 
Lord, I am sin, but Thou art Love : 

I give up every plea beside, 
'' Lord, I am lost, but Thou hast died." 

C. Wesley, 1739. a. 

?^5 X. 31. 

1 Wherewith, God, shall I draw near, 

And bow myself before Thy face ? 
How in Thy purer eyes appear ? 
What shall I bring to gain Thy grace ? 

2 What have I, Lord, wherein to trust ? 

I nothing have, I nothing am ; 
Excluded is my every boast. 

My glory swallowed up in shame. 

3 Guilty I stand before Thy face ; 

On me I feel Thy wrath abide ; 
'Tis just the sentence should take place, ~ 
'Tis just,— -but 0, Thy Son hath died ! 
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THE ORDER OF SALTATION. 

4 Jesus, the Lamb of God, hath blecZ, 

He bore our sins upon the Tree ; 
Beneath our curse He bowed His head 
'Tis finished ! He hath died for me ! 

5 See where before Thy throne He stand 

And pours the all-prevailing prayei 

Points to His side, and lifts His handi 

And shows that I am graven there ! 

6 He ever lives for me to pray ; 

He prays that I with Him may reig 
Amen to what my Lord doth say I 
Jesus, Thou canst not pray in vain. 

C. Weiley. ] 

364 a 1 

1 Thott that hear'at the prayer of fait 
Wilt Thou not save a soul from death, 

That casts itself on Thee? 
I have no refuge of my own, 
But fly to what my Lord hath done 

And suffered once for me. 

2 Slain in the guilty sinner's stead, 
His spotless Righteousness I plead. 

And His availing Blood; 
Thy Righteousness my robe shall be. 
Thy Merit shall atone for me. 

And bring me near to God. 

Augu9t\i8 Montague Tc^lady, 175 

365 i 

1 There is a voice of sovereign grace 

Sounds from the sacred Word ; 
" Ho, ye despairing sinners, come, 
And trust a faithful Lord." 

2 My soul obeys the Almighty call, 

And runs to thU relief *, 
J would believe TViy ]^rom\aa,\jaA, 
164 help my unbelieil 
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FAITH A\D JUSTIFICATION. 

To the dear fountain of Thy Blood, 

Incarnate God, I fly ; 
Here let me wash my spotted soul 

From crimes of deepest dye. 

A guilty, weak, and helpless worm, 

On Thy kind arms I fall ; 
Be Thou my Strength and Bighteousness, 

My Jesus, and my All. Watt8. 1709. a. 
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1 Jesus, my Lord, attend 
Thy fallen creature's cry : 

And show Thyself the sinner's Friend, 
And set me up on high : 
From hell's oppressive power 
My struggling soul release; 

And to Thy Father's grace restore, 
And to Thy perfect peace. 

2 Thy Blood and Righteousness 
I make my only plea; 

My present and eternal peace 

Are both derived from Thee : 

Rivers of life divine 

From Thee, their Fountain, flow; 
And all who know that Love of Thine, . 

The joy of angels know. 

3 then, impute, impart 
To me Thy righteousness, 

And let me taste how good Thou art, . 

How full of truth and grace : 

That Thou canst hereibrgive 

Grant me to testify, 
And justified by faith to live. 

And in that faith to die. 

a FMft^. 1746. 



THi: ORDEB or SALYATIOF. 

CM. 

rhou impart Thyself to m«, 

other good I need : 

?hoa, the Son, shalt make me free, 
shall be free indeed. 

low in Thee all fulness dwells, 
nd all for wretched man : 
every want my spirit feels, 
nd break off every chain ! 

m sin, the guilt, the power, the pain, 
hou wilt redeem my soul : 
d, I believe, and not in vain ; 
[y faith shall make me whole. 

'0 with Thee shall walk in white, 

ITith all Thy saints shall prove 

at is the length, and breadth, and height, 

Lud depth of perfect Love. 

a Wesley. 1740. 

CM. 

1 Lo ! to the hills I lift mine eye; 

Thy promised aid I claim : 
Father of mercies, glorify 
Thy favorite Jesus' Name. 

2 Salvation in that Name is found, 

Balm of my grief and care ; 
A medicine for every wound, — 
All, all I want is there. 

a Wesley, 1740. 



) WHAT a narrow, narrow path 
Is that which leads on high ! 

low shall our wandering feet attain 
Those mansions in the sky ? 



CM. 



Ib& work of grnce, in hII its parts, 

Thfi Hoi; OboBt within n:^ brfuthe, 
Life, light, and power instil, 

And, through Thy gift of Biving fn 
Work in a> aU Thy will. 

Frop, Joifjih Son 



1 At'PBO.lcn, my eouI, the mercy 8C( 

^VhetB Jesns nnsnors prayor ; 

Tbrrv haiDlily full bcrore Hii feat, 

3 Thy promiae is my only plea, 
■WithlhialTeiHurcnigh; 
Thuu cnllest hardened bouIb to Tb< 



3 Bc^cl , 
By wars 


>wn benniKh a load of tm, 

withont and feara within, 
to Thee for rest. 


4 Be ThoD my Shield and Hiding.place, 
That, Bbelterad near Thy side, 
I may my fleroe oooaBer face. 
And tall Hiffl, Than hut died. 


S wandi 

To be 

Thatgn 


ona Love, to bleed and dlB, 
r the Ctdbb and shuns, 
Ity piDoen enob as I 
pleadThygraoionstfaiAI 

Jolm «■«(«. ITTB. 



THB OmDEB OV SAXTATIOV. 

371 8. M. 

1 LiKS Noah's weary dor«, 

That soared the earth around, 
But not a resting-place ahove 

The cheerless waters found : , 

3 cease, my wandering soul, 

On restless wing to roam ; 

All the wide world, to either pole, 

Has not for thee a home. 

3 • Behold the ark of God, 

Behold the open door : 
Hasten to gain that dear abode. 
And rove, my soul, no more. 

4 There safe thou shalt abide, 
There sweet shall be thy rest. 

And erery longing satisfied, 
With full salvation blest. 
William Auyustui Muhlenberg. 1826. 

372 L. M. 

1 Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that Thy Blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bidst me come to Thee^ 

Lamb of God, I come ! 

2 Just as I am, and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot. 

To Thee, whose Blood can cleanse each spot, 
Lamb of God, I come ! 

3 Just as I am, though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt. 
Fightings and fears within, without, 

Lamb of God, I come ! 

4 Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind ; 
Sighl^riohes, healing of the mind^ 
Tea, all I need, in thee to find, 

Lamb of God, I come! 
3«» 



FAITH AND JUSTIFICATION. 

\6, 9^u8t as I am j Thou wilt receive, 

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, 
Because Thy promise I believe j 
Lamb of God, I come ! 

6 Just as I am ; Thy Love unknown 
Has broken every barrier down j* 
Now to be Thine, yea, Thine alone, 
Lamb of God, I come ! 

Charlotte Elliott. 1836. 

^73 78. 

1 KocK of Ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee ! 
Let the Water and the Blood, 
From Thy riven side which flowed. 
Be of sin the double cure. 

Save me, Lord, and make me pure. 

2 Not the labors of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy Law's demands : 
Could my zeal no respite know. 
Could my tears forever flow. 
All for sin could not atone : 
Thou must save, and Thou alone ! 

3 Nothing in my hand I bring, 
Simply to Thy Cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace ; 
Foul, I to the Fountain fly; 
Wash me, Savior, or I die ! 

4 While I draw this fleeting breath. 
When mine eyelids close in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown, 

, See. Thee on Thy judgment thrones- 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, ^ 
Let me bide myself in Thee ! 

Auguatua M. Toplady, 177B. a. 

200 



TBI OKSIK or SAiTATTOV. 

7,«. 

I LAT mj sins on Jesus, 

The spotless Lamb of God ; 
He bears them all, and frees us 

From the accursed load. 
I bring my guilt to Jesus, 

To wash my crimson stains 
White, in His Blood most preoious. 

Till not a spot remains. 

I lay my wants on Jesus ; 

All fulness dwells in Him ; 
He heals all my diseases. 

He doth my soul redeem. 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 

My burdens and my cares; 
He from them all releases. 

He all my sorrows shares. 

I rest my soul on Jesus, 

This weary soul of mine ; 
His right hand me embraces, 

I on His breast recline. 
I long to be with Jesus, 

Amid the heavenly throng. 
To sing with saints His praises, 

To learn the angels' song. 

Horatiu9 Bonar, 1853. 

CM. 

rnsR, though I hare sinned, with Thee 

in Advocate I have : 

ms the Just shall plead for me, 

rhe sinner Christ shall save. 

rdon and peace in Him I find; 
But not for me alone : 
e Lamb was slain : for all maiukind 
Sis Blood did once atone. 



VAITH AND JUSTIFICATION. 



^y soul is on Thy promise oast, 

And lo ! I claim my part : 
.*he uniTersal pardon's past ; 

seal it on my heart ! 

Tboa canst not now Thy grace deny; 

Thou canst not hut forgive : 
Lord, if Thy justice asks me why — 

In Jesus I believe. C. Wealey. 1740. a. 

6 CM. 

1 Jesus, Thou art my Righteousness, 

For all my sins were Thine : 
Thy Death hath bought of God my peace. 
Thy Life hath made Him mine. 

2 Now justified in Thee I am ; 

My sins are all forgiven : 
I taste salvation in Thy Name, 
And antedate my heaven. 

3 Believing on my Lord, I find 

A sure and present aid : 
On Thee alone my constant mind 
Be every moment stayed. 

4 Whatever in me seems wise, or good. 

Or strong, I here disclaim : 
I wash my garments in the Blood 
Of the atoning Lamb. 

5 Jesus, my Strength, my Life, my Rest, 

On Thee will I depend. 
Till summoned to the marriage-feast, 
Where faith in sight shall end. 

C. Weiley. 1740, 1742. a. 



^77 



Forever here my rest shall be, 
Close to Thy bleeding side ; 

This all my hope and all my plea, 
For me the Savior died. 



CM. 
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to The« our heart« aud haniia we gi'*. 
Thine nay we die, Thine maj ve live. 

John Wetleg. 1T40. 

From f&s Gtrnaa. 

> C&niti Blut und GeretMglcU. £. M. 
, jBBua, Th; Blood uid RightoOBSness 

Mj beftntj are, my gJorioos dress; 

'HidM fiamiog itorlda, id these arrayed. 

With joy ahall I lia up my head. 
2 Bold ehall I Bland in Thy great Day, 

For who aught to my charge ehall lay? 

Folly thningh IhcBe abaolted I am 

Jrom BID and fear, from gnill and ibBBia. 
ia spotleai 



When 






No age oan ohange ita eonataot hue; 
Thy Blood preseries it sier new. 
4 O let the dead now hear Thy roloe ; 
Na« bid Thy baaiEhed onea rejoloa '. 
Their beauty thia, their gloriona draas, 
Jesna, Thy Blood and Bighteouaneaa : 
Jahn iroilry. IT'tO. 
Tr. Xhhaliu lomin, Comi Ziiamdorf. 1739. 

80 CeiHimed. L, M, 

1 Lord, I believe Thy preoiom Blood, 
Whioh at the merey-seal of 6od 
Forerer doth for Binnera plead. 
For me, even for my sonrwati abed. 
3 The holy, meek, nnspolted Lamb, 
Who from the Father'a bosom came. 
Who died for me, evea me lo atone, 
Mow (or my Lord and God I own. 

2T3 



le imraortnl soul rem»in» with 
oJ born of Sod I'm fiwd from 
it nnngbt vhorcnf to boiut I li 
II, nJI Thy meroj freclj gava: 
D works, DO righteoaaaaaa tie 
All ia Thy work, and only T 



of dmth I 



5 When 

To claim my mansion in lie iki 
Btm then this shall be all my p 
" Jceus hath liTEd, hath died fai 
John ITMftj. 1740. n. 
Tr. A'icholat Loai; Count Zina. 
381 1'^ habe nun den Orund gffundtt\ 

1 Now 1 biTO foand the gronnd wh. 

The woands of Jesn*. for my i)n 

Before the world'! fnunilftlion »1 
Whoso mercy shnll unshsken stay 
When heayen uid earth arc fled a- 

2 Father, Thine evorlaating graoe 

Our seanly tboaght surpasses f* 

Thv benrt still melts nitb tendern 

Tliine arms of Idtb still open u 

That JDen^j they may taste, 'and 11 

3 Love, thoa bottoinlein abyss I 
■' ■ ■* ■ ,pin Tb 



CoTcn 



irighlco 



No spot of EDJIt remain! on mc 

Whila Jesus- Blood, through earth 

Mercy, free, boundless mereyj orio 

John We,l,^. 174(1, 

Tr. Joh« A»,lrev! S 



VAITH Aim JUSTIFICATION. 

382 Continued. L. M. L 

1 Jesus, I know, bath died for me; 

Here is my hope, my joy, my rest; 
Hither, when hell assails, I flee, 

I look into my Savior's breast : 
Away, sad doabt and anxious fear! 
Meroy is all that's written there. 

2 Though waves and storms go o'er my head, 

Though strength, and health, and friends be 
gone ; 
Though joys be withered all and dead, 

Though every comfort Ije withdrawn j 
On this my steadfast soul relies, 
Father, Thy mercy never dies. 

3 Fixed on this ground will I remain. 

Though my heart fail and strength deoayj 
This anchor shall my soul sustain. 

When earth's foundations melt away. 
Mercy's full power I then shall prove. 
Loved with an everlasting Love. 

John Wesley. 1740. o. 

Tr. John Andrew Bothe. 1731. 



PEACE AND JOY. 

383 PSALM 82. S. M. 

1 BLESSED souls are they, 
Whose sins are covered o'er ! 

Divinely blest, to whom the Lord 
Imputes their guilt no more ! 

2 They mourn their follies past. 
And keep their hearts witn oare ; 

Their lips and lives without deceit 
Shall prove their £aith sinoere. 

276 



THX ORDXR OF lALrATIOV. 

. 8 Let sinners learn to pray; 

Let saints keep near the throne. 
Our help in times of deep distress 

Is found in God alone. £ WcM9. 

884 PSALM 1. iS 

1 The man is ever blest, 

Who shuns the sinner's ways j 
Among their counsels never stands, 
• Kor takes the scomer's place : 

2 But makes the law of God 
His study and delight, 

Amidst the labors of the day, 
And watches of the night. 

3 He like a tree shall thrive. 
With waters near the root ; 

Presh as the leaf, his name shall lire ; 
His works are heavenly fruit. 

4 Not so the ungodly race, 
They no such blessings find; 

Their hopes shall iico like empty chaff 
Before the driving wind. 

5 How will they bear to stand 
Before that judgment-seat, 

Where all tlie saints at Christ's right han 
In full assembly meet ? 

6 He knows and He approves 
The way the righteous go : 

But sinners and their works shall meet 
A dreadful overthrow. [ Watti, 

885 8 

1 Come, ye that love the Lord, 
And let your joys be known ; 
Join in a song with sweet accord, 
While ye surround His throne. 

276 
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PEAOB AlfD JOY. 

Let those refuse to sing 
Who never knew onr God ; 
But servants of the heavenly King 
May speak their joys abroad. 

2 The Grod that rules on high, 
That all the earth surveys, 

That rides upon the stormy sky, • 

And calms the roaring seas : 

This awful God is ours. 

Our Father and our Love : 
He will send down His heavenly powers 

To carry us above. 

3 There we shall see His face. 
And never, never sin : 

There, from the rivers of His grace, 

Drink endless pleasures in. 

The men of grace have found 

Glory begun below: 
Celestial fruit on earthly ground 

From faith and hope may grow. 

4 The hill of Zion yields 

A thousand sacred sweets, 
Before we reach the heavenly fields, 

Or walk the golden streets. 

Then let our songs abound. 

And every tear be dry j 
We're marching through Emmanuel's ground 

To fairer worlds on high. Watts, 1709. a. 

386 Proverbs m: 13, 17. C M. 

1 How happy is the man who hears 

Instruction's warning voice. 
And who celestial wisdom makes 
His early, only choice ! 

2 For she has treasures greater tea 

Than east or west unfold ; 
And her rewards more precious are 

Than all their stores of gold. ^7 



THE ORDER OP SALVATIOX. 

3 She guides the young with innooenoe |5S^ 

In pleasure's path to tread ; 
A crown of glory she bestows - 
Upon the hoary head. 

4 According as her labors rise, 

So her rewards increase ; 
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all her paths are peace. 

Michael Bmee, 1770. 

887 8. M. 

1 What cheering words are these ! 
Their sweetness who can tell ? 

In time, and to eternal days, 
"*Tis with the righteous well." 

2 In every state secure. 
Kept by Jehovah's eye, 

'Tis well with them while life endure, 
And well when called to die. 

3 Well when they see His face. 
Or sink amidst the flood ; 

Well in affliction's thorny mase. 
Or on the mount with God. 

4 *T is well when joys arise ; 
'T is well when sorrows flow; 

'T is well when darkness veils the skies. 
And strong temptations blow. 

5 *T is well when on the mount 
They feast on dying Love : 

And 'tis as well, in God's account, 
When they the furnace prove. 

6 'Tis well when Jesus calls, 
« From earth and sin arise. 

Join with the hosts of ransomed souls, 
Made to salyation wise." 

JohnKetU. 180'' 
978 



PEACE AND JOT. 



78. 



1 Children of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour^s worthy praise, 
Glorious in His works and ways. 

2 Ye are travelling home to God, 
In the way the fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

3 ye banished seed, be glad ! 
Christ our Advocate is made ; 
Us to save, our flesh assumes ; 
Brother to our souls becomes. 

4 Sing, ye little flock and blest : 
You on Jesus' throne shall rest : 
There your seat is now prepared. 
There your kingdom and reward. 

6 Fear not, brethren, joyful stand 
On the borders of your land ; 
Jesus Christ, your Father's Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 

6 Lord, obediently we go. 
Gladly leaving all below j 
Only Thou our Leader be. 
And we still will follow Thee. 

John Cennick. 1742. a, 

S9 C. M. 

1 When I can read my title clear 

To mansions in the skies, 
I bid farewell to every fear. 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 

2 Should earth against my soul engage^ 

And hellish darts be hurled ; 
Then I can smile at Satan's rage^ 
And faoe a frowning world. 

279 



THE OTRDER OP SALTATIOX. 

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come, 

And storms of sorrow fall, 
May I but safely reach mj home, 
My God, my heaven, my all I 

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul 

In seas of heavenly rest ; 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast. Watts, 1709. 

390 L. M. 

1 From every stormy wind that blows. 
From every swelling tide of woes. 
There is a calm, a sure retreat ; 
'Tis found beneath the mercy-seat. 

2 There is a scene where spirits blend. 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend. 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. 

3 Ah, whither could we fly for aid. 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed. 
Or how the hosts of he!l defeat, 
Had suffering saints no mercy-seat ? 

4 There, there on eagle's wings we soar. 
And sin and sense seem all no more ; 

And heaven comes down our souls to greet. 
And glory crowns the mercy-seat. 

5 let my hand forget her skill, 
My tongue be silent, cold and still. 
This bounding heart forget to beat, 
If I forget the mercy-seat. 

Htigh Siowell, 1834. 

391 6, 8, 4. 

1 The God of Abram praise. 

Who reigns enthroned above; 
Aooient of everlasting days, 
And God of Love\ 
S80- 



PEACB AND JOT. 

Jehovah, great I am, 

By earth and heaven confest ; 

1 bow and bless the sacred Name, 

Forever blest. 

2 The God of Abram praise, 
At whose supreme command 

From earth I rise, and seek the joys 
At His right hand : 
-I all on earth forsake, 
Its wisdom, fame, and power, 
And Him my only Portion make, 
My Shield and Tower 

3 The God of Abram praise, 
"Whose all-sufficient grace 

Shall guide me, all my happy days. 
In all His ways : 
He calls a worm His friend ; 
He calls Himself my G^d; 
And He shall save me to the end 
Through Jesus' Blood. 

4 He by Himself hath sworn ; 
I on His oath depend ; 

I shdll, on eagles' wings upborne, 
To heaven ascend : 
I shall behold His face, t 

I shall His power adore. 
And siAg the wonders of His graoe 

For evermore. Thomcta Olivers, 1772. 



SANCTIflCATION AND THS CHEISTIAN IIFS. 

*f 

CONSECRATION. 

>2 8. M. 

1 Mt Maker and my King ! 

To Thee my all I owe. 
Thj sovereign bounty la W» «^"^% 

From whence my VAemti^^ ^Ci^ » '^^^ 



THB CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

2 Thou ever good and kind ! 
A thousand reasons move, 
A thousand obligations bind 
My heart to grateful love, 

8 The creature of Thy hand. 
On Thee alone I live. 
My God ! Thy benefits demand 
More praise than life can give. 

4 what can I impart, 
When all is Thine before ? 

Thy Love demands a thankful heart ; 
The gift, alas, hdw poor ! 

5 Shall I withhold Thy due ? 
And shall my passions rove ? 

Lord, form this wretched heart anew, 
And fiU it with Thy love. 

6 let Thy grace inspire 

My soul with strength divine ; 
Let all my powers to Thee aspire, 
And all my days be Thine. 

Anne Steele, 17< 

393 PSALM 119. a 

1 ThAt art my Portion, my God ! 

Soon as I know Thy way, 
My heart makes haste to obey Thy word 
And suffers no delay. 

2 I choose the path of heavenly, truth, 

And glory in my choice ; 
•* Not all the riches of the earth 
Gould make me so rejoice. 

3 The testimonies of Thy grace 

I set before mine eyes : 
Thence I derive my ^a.\% ?»\x«ii^. 
And there my cointot\.Vife^. 

:i82 



CONSECRATION. 

4 If once I wander from Thy path, 
I think upon my ways ; 
Then turn my feet to Thy commands. 
And trust Thy pardoning grace. 

6 Now I am Thine, for ever Thine : 
save Thy servant. Lord ! 
Thou art my Shield, my Hiding-place ; 
_ My hoJ)e is in Thy Word. 

6 Thou hast inclined this heart of mine 
Thy statutes to fulfil ,* 
And thus, till mortal life shall end, 
Would I perform Thy will. 

Watts. 1719. 

394 L. M. 

1 Ah, wretched souls, who strive in rain. 

Slaves to the world, and slaves to sin ! 
A nobler toil may I sustain, 
A nobler satisfaction win. 

2 May I resolve with all my heart, 

With all my powers to serve the Lord ,* 
Nor. from his precepts e'er depart, 
Whose service is a rich reward. 

3 be His service all my joy ! 

Around let my example shine ; 
Till others love the blest employ, 
And join in labors so divine. 

4 Be this the purpose of my soul. 

My solemn, my determined choice, 
To yield to His supreme control. 
And in His kind commands rejoice. 

5/ may I never faint nor tire, 

Nor wandering leave His sacred ways. 
Great God ! accept my soul's desire. 
And give me strength to live Thy praise. 

Auw Eudft. "SJV^ . 



THE CBRISTtAN LIFE. 



L.M. 

;racious Lord, t own Thy right 
every service I can pay j 
call it my supreme delight 
i hear Thy dictates, and obey. 

it is my being, but for Thee, 

ts snre support, its noblesi end ? 

me ever-smiling face to see, 

Ind serve the cause of such a Friend ! 

fv'ould not breathe for worldly joy, 
Or to incjrease my worldly good ; 
or future days nor powers employ 
To spread a sounding name abroad. 

! is to my Savior I would live. 
To film who for my ransom died| 

or could untainted Eden give 
Such bliss as blossoms at His side. 

is work my hoary age shall bless, 
When youthful vigor is no more , 
nd my last hour of life confess 
His love hath animating power. 

Doddndge, 1755. 

S.M. 

Teach me, my God and King, 
In all things Thee to see : 
d what I do in any thing, 
To do it as for Thee ! 

To scorn the senses' sway, 
While still to Thee I tend : 
all I do, be Thou the Way, 
In all, be Thou the End ! 

All may of Thee partake : 
Nothing so small can be, 
t draws, when acted for Thy sake. 
Greatness and wort\i tromTVi^e. 
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■i If done lo obej Thy laws, . 

fiveu Aervilfl labore shine : 

naUovod iB tall, if tbie the oauae. 

The meanest nork dlTJoe. 

John Waley. 1T39. 
From Georj/e Berbtn. 1632. 
»7 Bikfttler FrisHer, der Du Dieh. 78. 

1 Great Iligh-Prieat, who deignedit to ba 
Once the 8«irifloe for mo. 

Take this living heart of mine. 
Lay it on Thy hoi; shrine. 

2 As Thj Lore aooeptetb noofht 
Save vhi,t Ldyib itself hath wniUKht, 
Offer Thai) m? »aoriSee, 

Elge to God it cunnot riee. 

3 Sla; in me tbe nsfward will. 
Earthly lust and paaaion kill : 

Though it ao8t me bitter Bmart. 
i So may God the Righteona brook 
On my SEtoriBce to look ■■ 
In whuao aight no gift has worth, 
gate a Chriat-like life OD e»rth. 

UiH Wi«heoni. 18S5. a. 

Tr. Aagtlvi SiUtit. ISST. 

39 S L. M. 

1 My Savior, hoir ihall I proclaim, 

How pay the might; debt I owaF 
Let all 1 have, and all I am, 
CeawletB to all Thy glory tbmr. 

2 Too mneh to Thee I eumot nje : 

Too much I cannat da for Tbte : 
Let all Thy Love, and all' Thy iritf, 
QraTeD on my heart forever be I 
Join Wal^. n«, 
Tr. Paul QeiVwaX-^SKS.. 
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CONSECRATION. 

Lord, in the strength of graoe, 
With a glad heart and free, 
.yself, my residue of days, 
I consecrate to Thee. 

Thy ransomed servant, I 
Restore to Thee Thy own ; 
And from this moment live or die 
To serve my God alone. 

C, Wesley. 1762. 

78. 

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
One in Three, and Three in One, 

As hy the celestial host. 

Let Thy will on earth be done ! 

Praise by all to Thee be given. 

Glorious Lord of earth and heaven. 

If so poor a worm as I 

May to Thy great glory live, 
All my actions sanctify. 

All my words and thoughts receive : 
Claim me for Thy service, claim 
All I have, and all I am. 

Take my soul and body's powers : 
Take my memory, mina, and will; 

All my goods and all my hours, 
All I know and all I feel : 

All I think, and speak, and do ; 

Take my heart, but mskke it new I 

Now, God, Thine own I am : 
Now I give Thee back Thine own ; 

Freedom, friends, and health, and £utae, 
Consecrate to Thee alone. 

Thine I live, thrice happy I ; 

Happier still, if ThinQ I d\A. 



iOS c. . 

1 Hnw blessed, from the bondi of ain 

And earthly fetters free, 
In tiagknees of heart and ain 

Th; BBrrant, Lord, to ba I 
The hardent toil to nudertska 

With joj St Thy inimmaDd, 
Ths meaaeit: offioe (d recoiia 

With meekueBS at Thy hand 1 
S WItli vilHng heart and longing eyei 

To watob before Thy gate, 

To bear the heavy weight;' 
No Toice of thunder ti> expect. 

Bat follow ealm and still, . 

For loTB ean ea*ily divine 

The One Beloved's will. 
3 Thns maj I serve Thee, graeions Lord ! 

Thns erer Thine alone, 
Hy soul and body given to Theo, 

The pnrohase Thou hast non : 
Through evil or through good report 

Still keening by Thy Bide, 
By life or death, in this poor flesh 

Let Cbiitt be maguifled! 



How rapidly the closing hoar, 
The time of rent, draws nigh < 

Wben aU the faithful gather bone, 
A joyful oompanj. 

And erer where tbe Matter is. 
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cossecii^tios. ^ 

^ Tor 'i:»^»l'^*do^e for »«• 
1hi8 iB" J done »r '^^ 

'^'"'.oswveTbeei^ore: 
-lUeii, oo^^i'S-ty Cross, 

T:\iy ^^\\^ix,Tt it Joy 
Tl^«^ ^r or to die, .jj^j^ 

Since I *°^ 

^^^, CBB.TOBof^-^^tcl.ij 
^ TbyptotDi^^^^^Uy-^^** 
That BO our Ule ^^ ^^^e. 

, If'rbouXby8^.,^,e; 

2 v^e ca»»^ ''L 4e die, 
T Theeft^otieto** ^^^j, 

o Ourgoi'^f'i*;^e\>evai 
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Mion and enry, lust 
nils Justice, timpera 
IT inward piaty sppr 


snd pride ; 

CO, truth and iore 
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n bears our spirits up, 
ne eipeot that bleeji^d hope, 
ight appearance of (he Lord, 
ilh eUnds leaning on His Word. 






Wall/. 1700. 




PSALM 


19. 7s 


1 Bi.EBT Inetmotor! from Thy ways, 
Who tnn toll, how oil h» Blriiys! 
S«vo fnim errur'B growth mj ujiod! 
Lebyo not, Lord, one root hefaiod. 


2 Purge me from the 
WriLBt within my b 
Lot mc thcnee, hy 1 
E&oh prcsutnptuoug 


Snilt, thnt liM 
art's diagniao; 

ai^eioludfl.' 



3 Ltt my tongue, from error free, 
&t>cak the worda apnmvcd hy Thee; 
To Thine »ll-obe«rying eyes 

Let my thought! Moepted tub. 

4 3a my lot ehall ne'er be Joined 
With the men, whose impioos mind. 
Fearless of Thy Just command. 
Braves the vengeanoe Of Thy hand. 

5 White I thus Thy Name adore, 
And Thy healing grace Implore, 
Blest Redeemer, bow Thine earl 
God, my Strength, propitioni hear! 



1 Mv God ! permit me not to 
A Btranger to lujeeU bud T 
Amiilut & tboiuuid tbaughti 
Forgetful of mj highest lov 

S Wbj should my pasaiooB m. 
And thai debase my beaTsn 
Why should I oleaye tc "-=- 

AnA ^^t mv Hj^il mv Pi 



let my God, my Bnvioi 
1 kway frum flesh 



reign w 






I would obey 1L_ 

And til inferior joys resign. 

PBALH 110. 

1 THAT the Lord would guii 

To keep His sUtates still 

that my Ood would grant 

To know and do Hie will 

2 Order my footslspB by Thy 

And inako my heart Binoc 

Let sin have no dominion, ] 

Bat koep my oanscieooe o 

3 Aisiat my aonl, too apt to si 

A Btriiil«r watch to keep; 
And shoDld I e'sr forgaC Th 



4 Mako m 



re Thy w 
le to walk 
imadclightfu 
Nor let my head, 
OQend agunst i 



in Thy CO 
:road: 

'!y God." " 

411 PSALM 16. 

1 Who, Lord, when life ia o 
Shall to heavan's blest mant 
Who, on erer-weloome guei 
Ja Thj holy place sbaU lei 



fiOLn^ESS. 

2 He whose heart Thy love has warmed ; 
He whose will, to Thine conformed^ 
Bids his life unsullied run ; 

He whose word and thought are one: 

3 He who shuns the sinner's road, 
Loving those who love their God ; ■ 
Who, with hope and faith unfeigned. 
Treads the path by Thee ordained ; 

4 He who trusts in Christ alone, 
Not in aught himself has done ; 
He, great God, shall be Thy care, 

. And Thy choicest blessings share. 

Harriet Auber. 1829. ' ' 

From James Merrick. 1765. 

w^ a M. 

1 Father, whatever of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign Hand denies. 
Accepted at Thy throne of grace, 
Let this petition rise : 

2 Give me a calm, a thankful Heart, 

From every murmur free ,• 
The blessings of Thy grace impart^ 
And let me live to Thee. 

3 Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine 

My path of life attend ,* 
Thy presence through my journey shine. 
And crown my journey's end. 

Anne Steele. 1760. a. 

\13 CM. 

1 FOB a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame ; 
A light to shine upon the road 
That leads m« \xi tYk&\Axc\k\ 



THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

2 Botarn, holy Dove, return. 

Sweet Messenger of rest ! 
I hate the sins tnat made Thee xnourD, 
And drove Thee from mj breast. 

3 The dearest idol I have known, 

Whate'er that idol be. 
Help me to tear it from Thy throne. 
And worship only Thee. 

4 So shall my walk be close with God, 

Calm and serene my frame ; 
So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 

WiUiam Cataper. 1779. 

414 C. Ji 

1 COULD I find from day to day 

A nearness to my God ! 
Then should my hours glide sweet away, 
And lean upon His Word. 

2 Lord, I desire with Thee to live 

Anew from day to day; 
In joys the world can never give. 
Nor ever take away. 

3 Jesus, come and rule my heart. 

And make me wholly Thine, 
That I may never more depart, 
Nor grieve Thy Love divine. 

4 Thus till my last expiring breath 

Thy goodness Til adore ; 
And when my flesh dissolves in death, 
My soul shall love Thee more. 

Unknown, 17W. 
4rlS Hier legt mein Sinn, X. .1 

1 Mr soul before Thee prostrate lies ; 
To Thee, her &outq«, my spirit fliee ; 
My want* I mourn, my <!^i»iai%\ ir^v 
Jet Thy presenoe aeV. me it<8i^a\ 
294 



>, CDUchBufi^ mj heart and irill 
a Thy tOBtk lowiiuass to fill ; 
Mbre bor poner let nutaro boaat, 
, In Th)' will let mine be loet. 
life's abort da; lot mo jet more 
Thy enlivening ponor implore ! 
f mind ninst deuper sink in Thee, 
7 foot stand firm, from nandcring fi 
ne only e^rc my bouI shall knoir, 
Mher, all Thy commnndi to do ; 
ih, deep cogrHTc it on toy breaet, 
fhat I in Thee cyco. no» am bleat. 
When my vanned thoughts I hi os 1 
And plunge me in Thy merej's sea, 
Then even on nio Thy fooo shall shine 
And q^uicken tbii! dead heart of niine. 
il sbal] £1 



IThy h 



<aknt»i 



n FrfdeH"- Bii'^h^. o 



Tbod nbu all things oanft vrattvl, 
CbB«e sloth and slumber from my aool; 
With joy and fear, nith love and aire, 
Give me to keep Thy perfect law, 
may one beam of Tby blest ligbt 
Pierce tbrongh, dispel the shades of nigl 
Teach my cold breast with hearenly fire. 
With holy, coniiuering leol inspire. 
With steps unwavering, undismayed, 
CKm me in ail Tby paths to tread. 
Else, Lord, stir up Thy qaiokening powc 
And wake me, that I stee^ ika doi>i. 



THE CHRISTIAIT LIFE. 

4 Single of heart may I be ! 
Nothing may I desire but Thee ; 
Far, far from me the world remove, 
And all that holds me from Thy Love ! 

John Wesley, 1739. a. 
From the German, 

417 CM 

1 FOR a heart to praise my God, 

A heart from sin set free ! 
A heart that always feels Thy Blood, 
So freely shed for me I 

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 

My great Redeemer's throne ; 
Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone. 

3 An humble, lowly, contrite heart. 

Believing, true, and clean j 
Which neither life nor death can part 
From Him that dwells within. 

4 A heart in every thought renewed. 

And full of love divine ; 
. Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 
A copy, Lord, of Thine ! 

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart, 

Come quickly from above ,* 
Write Thy new Name upon my heart, 
Thy new, best Name of Love, 

C, Wesley, 1742. a, 

418 C. 1 

1 FOR a principle within '*^*. , 

Of jealous godly fear ; \^^[' 

for a tender dres^^ ol ^Vn, **' 
A pain to tec! it neaxX 
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HOLINESS. 

21 78. 

1 Father of eternal grao*, 

Glorify Thyself in me ! 
Meekly beaming in my face, 
May the world Thine image see. 

2 Happy only in Thy Love, 

Poor, unfriended, or unknown, 
Fix my thoughts on things above ; 
Stay my heart on Thee alone. 

3 Humble, holy, all resigned 

To Thy will,— Thy will be done ! 
Give me, Lord, the perfect mind 
Of Thy well-beloved Son. 

4 Counting gain and glory loss, 

May I tread the path Ho trod, 
Die with Jesus on the Cross, 

Kise with Him to Thee, my God ! 

Jamea Montgomery, 1825. 



LOVE TO GOD AND CHRIST. 

■22 78. 

1 Hark, my soul, it is the Lord ! 
'Tis thy Savior, hear His word : 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee : 
" Say, poor sinner, lovest thou Me ? 

2 " I delivered Thee, when bound. 

And when wounded healed thy wound ; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turned thy darkness into light. 

3 *' Can a woman's tender care 
Cease towards the child she bare ? 
Yes, she may forgetful be, 

Yet will I rememViet tY^ft^. 



'ar^ 



>»» 



THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

4 ''Mine is an unchanging Love, 
Higher than^the heights aboro, 
Deeper than the depths beneath, 
Free and faithful, strong as death. 

5 "Thou shalt see My glory soon, 
When the work of grace is done ,• 
Partner of My throne shalt be j 
Say, poor sinner, lovest thou Me ?' 

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint. 
That my love is weak and faint : 
Yet I love Thee and adore ; 

for grace to love Thee more ! 

William Coicper, 1779. 

423 Ltebe, die Du mich zum Bilde. 8, 7f 7» 

1 Lord, Thine image Thou didst lend me, 

In Thy never-fading Love ; 
When I fell, yet Thou didst send me 

Full Redemption from above. 
Sacred Love, I long to be 
Thine to all eternity ! 

2 Love, who hast for me endur6d 

All the pains of death and hell ; 
Love, whose sufferings have procured 

More for me than tongue can tell ; 
Love almighty and divine, 

1 would be forever Thine ! 

3 Love, my Life and my Salvation, 

Light and Truth, eternal Word! 
Thou alone dost consolation 

To my sinking soul afford. 
Sacred Love, I long to be 
Thine to all eternity ! 

4 Love, who will hereafter raise mo 

From the grave and bed of dust; 
Lore, whose final zeal aiTa.^^ ixiA 
SOO 



LOVE. 

Desire in rain its depths to see j 
They cannot reach the mystery, 

The length, and breadth, and height. 

8 God only knows the Love of God ; 
that it now were shed abroad 

In this poor stony heart! 
For love I sigh, for love I pine 5 
This only portion, Lord, be mine, 

Be mine this better part. 

4 that I could forever sit 

With Mary at the Master's feet ! 

Be this my happy choice ; 
My only care, delight, and bliss. 
My joy, my heaven on earth, be this. 

To hear the Bridegroom's voice. 

C Wealei/, 1749. a, 

i30 a M. 

1 My God, my Portion, and my Love, 

My everlasting All ! 
I've none but Thee in heaven above, 
Or on this earthly ball. 

2 In vain the bright meridian sun 

Scatters his feeble light ; 
Thy brighter beams create my noon j 
^ If Thou withdraw, 'tis night. 

3 To Thee I owe my wealth and friends, 

And health, and safe abode. 
Thanks to Thy Name for meaner things ; 
But they are not my God. 

4 If I possessed the spacious earth, 

And called the stars my own ; 
Without Thy graces and Thyself, 
I were a wreVc\i \Mi^0Ti<fe% 



^^^^H 1 Ht Gad, tba Bptingof *JI Pi;Jo7i, 

^^^^M The Life or my deligbM, 

^^^^H Tbe Olor; of m; brigbtest days, 

^^^H And Comfoit of my nights 1 

^^^H 2 In darkest abades, if Ele appear, 

^^^^H M; dawning jg began 

^^^H Be is mv gont's brigbt Mora lug-Star, 

^H And He m; ri.ing gun. 

^^^m i Tha openiiig heavens around me shlia 

^^H With beamg af eocnd blise, 

^^H When Jegug ghowa His heart is mine, 

^^^B And Khigpers, I am IIU. 

^^V 1 My Boul would leave this heary olay 

[ 



Sun Dp with Joy the shining way. 

To gee and praise mj Lord. 

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death, 

I'd break through every foe; 

The wings of lore and arms of faith 

Would bear me oonqueiar through. 

Watu. 170B. ( 
4.32 Deui, tga ama Tt. C. . 

1 Ht Qod, I love Thee ; not becaage 
I hope Tor heaven tborobj'; 
Nor because they who love Thee Dot 
Must bum eternally. 
3 ThoQ, O my Jesus \ thou didst me 
Upon the Cross embra«o; 



LOYB. 

3 And griefs and torments numberless, 

And sweat of agony ; 
Even death itself — and all for one 
Who was Thine enemy. 

4 Then why, blessed Jesus Christ ! 
• Should I not love Thee well ? 

Not for sake of winning heaven, 
Or of escaping hell ; 

5 Not with the hope of gaining aught ; 

Not seeking a reward ; 
But as Thyself hast lov4d me, 
ever loving Lord ! 

6 E'en so I love Thee, and will love, 

And in Thy praise will sing ; 
Solely because Thou art my God, 
And my eternal King. 

EdioardjCaawall. 1848. 

Tr, Francis Xavier, d, 1552. 



TRUST. 

433 C. M. 

1 pon a Faith that will not shrink. 

Though prest by many a foe ,* 
That will not tremble on the brink 
Of poverty or woe ; 

2 That will not murmur nor complain 

Beneath the chastening rod : 
But in the hour of grief or pain 
Can lean upon its God. 

3 A faith that shines more bright and dear 

When tempests rage without ; 
That when in danger knows no fear, 
In darkness feels no doubt : 

$07 
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That bears unmoved the world's dread fr 
Nor heeds its scornful smile j 

That sin's wild ocean cannot drown, 
Nor Satan's arts beguile : 

A faith that keeps the narrow way 

Till life's last hour is fled, 
And with a pure and heavenly ray 

Lights up a dying bed. 

Lord, give us such a faith as this, 
And then whate'er may come. 

We'll taste oven here the hallowed bliss 
Of an eternal home. 

William Hiley BathuraU 183( 



434 

1 



PSALM 62. 1 

Mt spirit looks to God alone : 
My rock and refuge is His throne: 
In all my fears' in all my straits, 
My soul on His salvation waits. 

Trust Ilim, ye saints, in all your ways, 
Pour out your hearts before His face : 
When helpers fail, and foes invade, 
God is our all-sufficient Aid. 

Make not increasing gold your trust. 
Nor set your heart on glittering dust. 
Why will you grasp the fleeting smoke, 
And not believe what God hath spoke ? 

Once has His awful voice declared. 
Once and again my ears have heard : 

All power is His eternal due ; 
He must be feared and trusted too." 

For sovereign power reigns not alone; 
Grace is a partner of the throne : 
Thy grace and justice, mighty Lord ! 
Shall well divide our last rewietrd. 



ii 



$08 



TRUST — IS GENERAL. 

i35 PSALM 71. C. M. 

1 My Saviour, my almighty Friend, 

When I begin Thy praise, 
Where will the growing numbers end, 
The numbers of Thy grace ? 

2 Thou art my everlasting Trust, 

Thy goodness I adore ; 
And since I knew Thy graces first, 
I speak Thy glories more. 

3 My feet shall travel all the length 

Of the celestial road. 
And march with courage in Thy strength, 
To see my Father, God. 

*4 How will my lips rejoice to tell 
The victories of my King ? 
My soul, redeemed from sin and hell, 
Shall Thy salvation sing. 

5 Awake, awake, my tuneful powers ; 
With this delightful song 
I'll entertain the darkest hours. 
Nor think the season long. 

Watt8, 1719. 

(:36 ' PSALM 73. C. M. 

1 God, my Supporter and my Hope, 

My Help forever near ! 
Thine arm of mercy holds me up. 
And saves me from despair. 

2 Thy counsels, Lord ! shall guide my feet 

Through this dark wilderness ; 
Thy hand conduct me near Thy seat. 
To dwell before Thy face. 

3 What if the springs of life were broke, 

And flesh and heart should faint ? 
God is my soul's eternal Book, 
The Strength of e^ei^ &ahii\.. 



Bthold, the pinners, thEit removi 

Far from Tby pieBeuoe, die ; 
Ffot alt tbe idol-goda tbe; lave 

Bat to draw near to Thee, mj Q 



And tell the world my joy. Watu. 11 

r C 

1 AuTHOB of good ! To Thee we tarn ; 

Thine eTor-wakcfal eye 
Alone nan oil our wsnta discera, 
Xhj hand alone supply. 

2 let Thy love within ua dwoll, 

Thy fear oar foolBcpa guide ! 
Thnt loTc shall vniner lovea eipel. 
That fear all fears bcaide. 

3 And einoe, hy pasaiOD's foree labdaed. 

Too oft, wi^ atuhbom will, 
W^ blindly shun the latent good. 
And grasp tbe speciong ill : 
i Hot »hat we wish, but what we want. 
Let meroy atill supply ! 
The good, unasked, let mercy grant. 
The ill, though aaked, deny. 



1 Fathbb, to Thee i 

My soul on The . . 

Conviaced that every perfect 

From Thee alone deioends. 

2 Uerey and grace are Tbine a 

And power and wisdom to( 



fti 




TRUST. 

3 Thou all our works in us hast i 

Our good is all diyine ,* 
. The praise of every yirtuous tl 
Or righteous work is Thine. 

4 From Thee, through Jesus, we 

The power on Thee to call, 
In whom we are, and more and 
Our God is all in all. 

C, W 

139 

1 Ahidst a world of hopes and fc 
A world of cares, and toils, anc 
Where foes alarm, and dangers 
And pleasures kill, and glories 

2 Send down, Lord ! a heayenl 
To guide me in the doubtful wf 
And o'er me hold Thy shield of 
To guard me in the dangerous 

3 Teach me the flattering paths t 
In which the thoughtless many 
Who for a shade the substance 
And grasp their ruin in their h. 

4 May never pleasure, wealth, or 
Allure my wandering soul asidi 
But through this maze of mort 
Safe lead me to Thy heavenly 1 

5 There glories shine, and pleasu: 
That charm, delight, transport 
And every panting wish shall 1: 
Possest of boundless bliss in Tl 

Henri/ Jk 

1^ Father of lights, Thy needful 
To us that ask impart; 
Mistrustful of ourselves, afraid 
Of our own treacherous hearl 



THE CHIU6TIAN LIFE. 

2 Overwhelmed with justest fear, again 

To Thee for help we call : 
Where many mightier have been slain. 
By Thee unsaved, we fall. 

3 In spite of our resolves, we fear 

Our own infirmity ,• 
And tremble at the trial near, 
And cry, God, to Thee I 

4 Our only Help in danger's hour, 

Our only Strength Thou art ; 
Above the world and Satan's power, 
And greater than our heart. 

5 Us from ourselves thou canst secure 

In nature's slippery ways ; 
And make our feeble footsteps sure 
By Thy sufficient grace. 

6 If on Thy promised grace alone 

We faithfully depend, 
Thou surely wilt preserve Thine own. 
And keep us to the end. 

C. Wesley. 1767. 

441 

1 Guide mo, Thou great Jehovah, 

Pilgrim through this barren land ; 
I am weak, but Thou art mighty. 
Hold me with Thy powerful hand ; 

Bread of heaven. 
Feed me till I want no more ! 

2 Open now the crystal fountain. 

Whence the healing streams do fl^w ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar. 

Lead me all my journey through : 

Strong Deliverer, 
Be Thou still my Strength and Shielc 

ai2 



TBUST. 

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside : 
Death of death and hell's Destruction^ 
Land me safe on Canaan's side : 

Songs of praises 
I will ever give to Thee. 

William Williams, 1774. a, 

1:42 C. M. 

"X O HELP ns. Lord ! each hour of need 
Thy heavenly succor give : 
Help us in thought, and word, and deed> 
Each hour on earth we live ! 

2 help u^, when our spirits bleed. 

With contrite anguish sore ; 
And when our hearts are cold and dead, 
help us. Lord, the more ! 

3 help us, through the prayer of faith, 

More firmly to believe ! 
For still the more the servant hath. 
The more shall he receive. 

4 help us, Jesus, from on high ! 

We know no help but Thee : 
help us so to live and die • 
As Thine in heaven to be I 

Henry Hart Milman, 1827. 

i43 C. M. 

1 Lord, my best desire fulfil. 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort to Thy will. 
And make Thy pleasure mine. 

2 Why should I shrink at Thy commi|,nd. 

Whose Love forbids my fears ? 
Or tremble at the gracious Hand 
That wipes away my tears ? 
20 313 
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^^^B William Co\rptr. ITTV. 

^^^H 4^4i Mem Jan, vit DutriiU. 
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t iQO?t I priie ta Tbee, 
ivei hut ■ good wttbhald, 
irilt withhold fram me. 
4 Thy favor, ftU my joHrney thraagli, 
Than ut engaged to grant ; 
What elie I Kant, or thiok I da, 



I Ht Je>n>, u Than 

may Thy will be mj 
iDto Thy hand of love 

1 WODld mr all nmga 
Thioagh BOiTow or thro 



S M7JeniB,aa Thou wilt! 

If needy here and poor, 
Give me Thy people's bread, 

T8eir portion rich and sore. 
The manna of Thy Word 

Let my aoal feed upon ; 
And if all else Bbould fail, 

Hy Lord, Thy Will be done ■ 
3 My Jesai, aa Thou wiltl 

Though Been through many a tear, 
T.. _.. « of hope 




W uere ^" v^ ^t please : 

E,^S changing future ««»<. 
I gladly trust '"t^^"*®' 
Thai to my home above 

AnVrg.t:t^o°!'-^^' . 

^"My Lord, Thy ^l^^^^lH,^ 

2V. J5en/owt» Schmolk, 



44:5 Wer Gott vertraut. Iambic S 

1 Who pnts his trust in God most just 

Hath huilt his house securely; 
He who relies on Jesus Christ. 

Heaven shall be his most surely. 
Then fixed on Thee my trust shall be, 

Whose truth can neyer alter; 
While mine Thou art, not death's worst smt 

Shall make my courage falter. 

2 Though fiercest foes my course oppose, 

A dauntless front I'll show them : 
My champion Thou, Lord Christ, art now. 

Who soon shalt overthrow them ! 
And if but Thee I have in me 

With Thy good gifts and Spirit, - 
Nor death nor hell, I know full well, 

Shalt hurt me, through Thy merit. 

I 



lU. > \JI. , 



1, n.11 mjr juurucy inroag^ll^ 

Thou art engaged to grant ; 
What else I want, or think I do, 
'Tis better still to want. 

William Cotoper, 177J 

44:4: Mein Jem^ wie Du willt. { 

1 My Jesus, as Thou wilt ? 

may Thy will be mine I 
Into Thy hand of love 

1 would my all resign. 
Through sorrow or through joy 

Conduct me as Thine own. 
And help me still to aav , 
^nu my sorrows are Thine own. 

2 On Thee, my God, I rest. 
Letting life float calmly on ; 
For I know the last is best. 

When the crown of joy is won. 
In Thy might all things I bear. 



TRirST. 



1st Gottfur michf so trete. 

1 Ip God Himself be for me, 

I may a host defy; 
For when I pray, before me 

My foes confounded fly. 
If Christ, the Head, befriend d 

If God be my support. 
The mischief they intend me 

Shall quickly come to naugb 

2 I build on this foundation, 

That Jesus and His Blood 
Alone are my salvation. 

The true eternal good: 
Without Him, all that pleases 

Is valueless on earth : 
The gifts I owe to Jesus 

Alone my love ara worth. 

3 His Holy Spirit dwelleth 

Within my willing heart. 
Tames it when it rebelleth. 

And soothes the keenest sma 
He crowns His work with blesj 

And helpeth me to cry 
" My Father V without ceasing 

To Him who reigns on high. 

4 To mine His Spirit speaketh 

Sweet words of soothing poy 
How God to him that seeketh 

For rest, hath rest in store. 
How God Himself prepareth 

My heritage and lot. 
And though my body weareth. 

My heaven shall fail nie not. 

'Unknotim, 1859. 
Tr. Paul Gerha\ 



ihall pi 



I cliDg k 

4 The world maj 
Thou, Ood, m; 

Not Are, nor sword, 
My Irnsting so 

5 Kojoyathatangoleki 
No throne or wido-spr 

No lovo or tote, no fsar or 



That e'ar shall te 



shall tempt my soul to lettT 
refnze in Thine arm. 

Mil, WinkaortK. 

Tr. Pa„l G^hard 

449 

I I KHOvr Thy ChanghlB are pease tow 
Safe am I in Thy hands ; 
Finulj I bnild my hope on Thee, 
For anre Thy eonnacl stuidi ! 
S Wiats'er Thy Word hath promiaed, 
WUt Thou full anrelT givej 
Wbererorv from Thee I wiU liot tiKI 
SJ8 Tbj Word doth mak« mo \«o. 



le yet on eartu ^ . 

bven my heart shall gladly baj, 

m, God, dost all things well ! 

Mi88 Winkworth. 1S55. a. 
Tr. Dreices. 1797. 

L.M. 

>f my Ufe, whose gracious power 
rough various deaths my soul hath led; 
irned aside the fatal hour, 
lifted up my sinking head: 

.11 my ways Thy hand I own, 
hy ruling Providenoe I see : 
ist me still my course to run, 
.nd still direct my paths to Thee. 

ither, whither should I fly, 
iut to my loving Savior's breast ? 
are within Thine arms to lie, 
.nd safe beneath Thy wings to rest ! 

ive no skill the snare to shun, 

^ Christ, my wisdom art I 



THE CHftlSTIAX LIFE. 

451 ' PSALM 31. • 8. : 

1 My spirit on Thy care, 
Blest Savior, I recline j 

Thou wilt not leave me to despair, 
For Thou art Love divine. 

2 In Thee I place my trust. 
On Thee I calmly rest : 

I know Thee good, I know The© jxtft. 
And count Thy choice the best. 

3 Whate*er events betide. 
Thy will they all perform ; 

Safe id Thy breast my head I bide. 
Nor fear the coming storm. 

4 Let good or ill befall, 

It must be good for me ; 
Secure of having Thee in all. 
Of having all in Thee. 

Henry Francis Lyie, 1834 

452 PSALM 121. 

1 Upward I lift mine eyes ; 
From God is all my aid; 
The God who built the skies, 
And earth and nature made. 



m ^ 



His grace ia nigli 
In every hour. 



God is the Tower 
To which I fly; 

2 My feet Shall never slide 

And fkll in fatal snares. 
Since Gk)d, my Guard and Gaide> 
Defends me from my fears. 
Those wakeful eyes . Shall Israel keep 
That never sleep . When dangers. rise« 

3 No burning heats by day, 

Ndr blasts of evening air, 

/SboU take my health away, 

If 6fod be with m© tUeie. 



TRUST nr 60D AXD PROTIDENCE. 



To guard my head 
By night or noon. 



Thou art my Sun, 
And Thou my Shade> 

4 Ilast Thou not given Thy word 
To save my soul from death ? 
And I can trQst my Lord 
To keep my mortal breath. 
1*11 go and eome> I Till from on high 

Nor fear to die, | Thou call me home. 

Watte. 1719. 

Nor doubt my inmost wants are known 
To Him who chose me for His own. 

4 Thou know'st when joyful hours are best. 
And send'st them as Thou seest it meet : 
When I have borne the fiery test, . 
And am made free from all deceit. 
Thou comest to me all unaware. 
And makest me own Thy loving care. 

6 Help me to swerve not from Thy ways. 
But do my own part faithfully. 
And trust Thy promises of grace. 

That they may be fulfilled in me. 
Thou never wilt forsake at need 
The soul that trusts in Thee indeed. 

Fr<m M%»9 Winkuforth, 1855. 
Tr» George Neumarck. 1653. 

456 S. M 

1 Aw AT, my needless fears. 
And doubts no longer mine I 

A ray of heavenly light appears, 
A messenger divine. 

2 Thrice comfortable hope. 
That calms my stormjrbreaat ; 

My Father's hand prepares the cup. 
And irhsit He '^VII^a \%\)«ik\» 



THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

4:54 7, 

1 In holy contemplation 

We sweetly now pursue 
The theme of God's salyation. 

And find it ever new. 
Set free from present sorrow, 

We cheerfully can say, 
Let the unknown to-morrow 

Bring with it what it may. 

Thy will they all perform ; 

Safe id Thy breast my head I hide. 

Nor fear the coming storm. 

4 Let good or ill befall, 
It must Tdc good for me ; 
Secure of having Thee in all. 
Of having all in Thee. 

Henry Francis Lyte. 1834 

452 PSALM 121. 

1 Upward I lift mine eyes j 
From God is all my aid; 
The God who built the skies, 
And earth and nature made. 



His grace is nigh 
In every hour. 



God is the Tower 
To which I fiyj 

2 My feet shall never slide 
And fall in fatal snares, 
Since God, my Guard and Guide> 
Defends me from my fears. 



Shall Israel keep 
When dangers nse* 



Those wakeful eyes 
That never sleep 

3 No burning heats by day, 
Ndr blasts of evening air. 
Shall take my health away, 
If God be with me there. 
S90. 



2 Whai ran our kniions cares arail, 
Our never-oeMing moftna and aighe f 
Vhat oin it h«lp ue tu bewail 



la Him wbo cbaie me ibr His dwq. 

i Thou knon'Bt when joyfnl hours ar 

And lend'Bt them as Thon Beeit i 

When I h»ye boraa the fiery teat. 

And am made free from all deceit 



ThODi 
Andm 



IB own Thy loving eare. 
m Thy Wftja, 



5 nelp m6 to Bwe 

Bnt do my awn part faithiuii;. 
And traat Thy promiaes o! gtaoe. 

That they may he fnlfllled in me. 
Than never wilt TariBke at need 
The eonl thM trusta in Thee indeed. 

t Wi«kaon).. 1S55. 



Tr. Gtorg^ New 
r, my needlcBi 



artk. 1 



lel 



And douhti n< 
A raj of heayenly light appeMB, 

3 Thnoe oamtortable hope, 

That ealms m; Blormy'hreaal 
Hy Father*! hand preparee the oi 
And what Be wUfa i> beat. 



THE 0HRT8TIAK LIFS. 

3 He knows whate'er I want; 
He sees my helplessness, 

And always readier is to grant 
Than I to ask His grace. 

4 My feeble heart He reads, 
Secures my soul from harms, 

And underneath His mercy spreads 
Its eyerlasting arms. 

5 Here is firm footing ; hero. 
My soul, is solid rock. 

To break the waves of grief and fear, 
And trouble's rudest shock : 

6 This only can sustain 

When earth and heaven remove : 
turn thee to thy Rest again^ 
Thy God's eternal Love ! 

C. Wetley, I 

S7 Befiekl du deine Wegt. t 

1 Commit thou all thy griefs 
And ways into His hands. 

To His sure Truth and tender care. 
Who earth and heaven commandc 
Who points the clouds their coursi 
Whom winds and seas obey. 

He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 

2 Thou on the Lord rely. 
So safe shalt thou go on ; 

Fix on His work thy steadfast eye. 
So shall thy work be done. 
Ko profit canst thou gain 
By self-consnming care ; 

To- Him commend thy cause ; His ear 
Attends the softest prayer. 
3M 



TRUST nr GOD A2rD PROVTDEKCB. 

3 Thy everlasting Truth, 
Father, Thy ceaseless Lore, 

Sees all Thy children's wants, and knows 
What best for each will prove. 
And whatsoe'er Thou will'st. 
Thou dost, King of kings ! 

What Thy unerring Wisdom chose. 
Thy Power to being iKrings, 

4 Thou every Where hast way. 
And all things serve Thy might ; 

Thy every act pure blessing is. 

Thy path unsullied light. 

When Thou arisest. Lord, 

What shall Thy work withstand ? 
When all Thy children want Thou giv'st. 

Who, who shall stay Thy hand ? 

John Wealey. 1739. 

Tr. Paul Gerhardt, 1669. 

58 Continued. ' S, itf". 

1 GiTH to. the winds thy fears, 
Hope, and be undismayed ; 

God hears thy sighs, and counts thy tears, 

God shall lift up thy head. 

Through waves.and clouds and storms 

Ho gently clears thy way : 
Wait Thou His time, so shall this night 

Soon end in joyous day. 

2 Still heavy is thy heart ? 

. Still sink thy spirits down ? 
Cast off the weight, let fear depart, 

And every care be gone. 

What though thou rulest not ? 

Yet heaven and earth and hell 
Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne,. 

And ruleth all things well ! 

325 



THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

3 Leave to His sovereign sway 
To choose and to oommand : 

So shalt thoa wondering own. His way 

How wise, how strong His h&nd ! 

Far, far above thy thought 

His counsel shall appear, 
When fully He the work hath wrought 

That caused thy needless fear. 

4 Thou seest our weakness, Lord, 
Our hearts are known to Thee : 

lift Thou up the sinking hand. 
Confirm the feeble knee ! 
Let us in life, in death. 
Thy steadfast Truth declare. 
And publish with our latest breath 
Thy LoTC and guardian care ! 

John Weiley, 1739. 

Tr. Paul Gerhardt. 1659. 

439 C. r. M. 

1 Froic whei&ce this fear and unbelief? 
Hath not the Father put to grief 

His spotless Son for me ? 
And will the righteous Judge of men 
Condemn me for that debt of sin 

Which, Lord, was charged on Thee ? 

2 Complete Atonement Thou hast made. 
And to the utmost farthing paid 

Whatever Thy people owed ; 
Nor can His wrath on me take place, 
If sheltered in Thy Righteousness, 

And sprinkled with Thy Blood. 

3 Turn then, my soul, unto thy rest j 
The merits of thy great High Priest 

Have bought thy liberty : 
Trust in His efficacious Blood, 
Nor fear thy banishment from God, 

Since Jesus died for thee. 
326 Ausfuatm M, Toplady, 1777. 



TRUST nr CHRIST AND RBDBICPTION. 

10 JesUf Deine tie/en Wunden. '^Sm 

1 Lord, Thy Death and Passion give 
Strength and comfort at my need. 
Every hour while here I live 

On Thy Love my soul shall feed. 
Thon didst once for me endure, 
And I fly all thoughts impure ; 
Thinking on Thy hitter pains, 
Hushed in prayer my heart remains. 

2 Tes, Thy Cross hath power to heal 

All the wounds of sin and strife. 
Lost in Thee, my heart doth feel 

Sudden warmth and nobler life. 
In my saddest, darkest grief. 
Let Thy sweetness bring relief, 
Thou who camest but to save. 
Thou who fearest not the grave ! 

3 Lord, in Thee I place my trust. 

Thou art my Defence and Tower ; 
Death Thou treadest in the dust. 

O'er my soul he hath no power. 
That I may have part in Thee, 
Help and save and comfort me ; 
Give me of Thy grace and might, 
Resurrection, life, and light ! 

4 Fount of good, within me dwell ! 

For the peace Thy presence sheds 
Keeps us safe in conflict fell, 

Charms the pain from dying beds. 
Hide me safe within Thine arm, 
Where no foe can hurt or harm ; 
Whoso, Lord, in Thee doth rest. 
He hath conquered, he is blest. 

Miss Winkworth. 1855. 
Tr. John ffeerman, 1644. 

327 
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Ifi.Y foith looks up to .The^, 
Thou Lamb of Calvary, 

Savior divine ! 
Now hear me while I pray ; 
Take all my guilt away ; 
lot me from this day 

Be wholly Thine. 

May Thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart. 

My zeal inspire ,• 
As Thou hast died for me, 
may my love to Thee 
Pure, warm, and changeless be, 

A living fire. 

While life's dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 

Be Thou my Guide ; 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrow's tears away, 
Nor let me ever stray 

From Thee aside. 

When ends life's transient dream, 
When death's cold sullen stream 

Shall o'er me roll ,* 
Blest Savior, then, in love. 
Fear and distrust remove ; 
bear me safe above, 

A ransomed soul. 



'^2 



6,4. 



Ray Palmer, 1830. 



S.M. 



L Jesus, my Truth, my Way. 

My sure unerring Light, 
On Thee my feeble soul I stay, 

Which Thou wilt lead aright. 



OQ 



TRUST nr CHRIST AND BEDSMPTI05. 

2 My Wisdom and my Guide, 
My Counsellor Thou art : 

let me never leave Thy side, 
Nor from Thy paths depart. 

3 I lift mine eyes to Thee, 
Thou gracious bleeding Lamb, 

That I may still enlightened be, 
And never put to shame. 

4 I never will remove 

Out of Thy hands my cause, 
But rest in Thy redeeming Love, 
And cling unto Thy Cross. 

5 Teach me the happy art 
In all things to depend 

On Thee : never, Lord, depart, 
But love me to the end. 

C. Wesley, 1749. a. 

63 S. M. 

1 Thou seest my feebleness ; 
Jesus, be Thou my Power, 

My Help and Refuge in distress. 
My Fortress and my Tower. 

2 Give me to trust in Thee ; 
Be Thou my sure abode : 

My horn, and rock, and buckler be,. 
My Savior and my God. 

3 Myself I cannot save. 
Myself I cannot keep ; 

£lut strength in Thee I surely hajre, 
Whose eyelids never sleep. 

4 My soul to Thee alone 
Now therefore I commend : 

Thou, Jesus, having loved Thine own, 
Wilt love me to the end ! 

C. We$ley. 1749. 

21 829 
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464: L. M. 

1 My Hope, my All, my Savior Thou ! 
To Thee, Lord, my soul I bow. 

I seek the bliss Thy wounds impart, 
I long to find Thee in my heart. 

2 Bo Thou my Strength, be Thou my Way, 
Protect me through my life's short day : 
In all my acts let Wisdom guide, 

And keep me, Savior, near Thy side. 

3 Correct, reprove, and comfort me ; 
As I have need, my Savior be : 
And if I would from Thee depart, 
Then clasp me, Savior, to Thy heart. 

4 In fierce temptation's darkest hour, 
Save me from sin and Satan's power ; 
Tear every idol from Thy Throne, 
And reign, my Savior, reign alone. 

Unknown. 1802. a. 

46S €. M. 

1 Lord, I would delight in Thee, 

And on Thy care depend,* 

To Thee in every trouble flee, 

My best, my only Friend. 

2 When all created streams are dried. 

Thy fulness is the same ; 

May I with this be satisfied. 

And glory in Thy Name 1 

3 No good in creatures can be found, 

But may be found in Thee ; 
I must have all things, and abound. 
While God is God to me. 

4 that I had a stronger faith 

To look within the veil. 
To credit what my Savior saith, 
Whose word can never fail ! 
ISO 



TRUST IN CHRIST AJTD BEDEMPTIOIf. 

5 He that has made my heaven secure, 

Will here all good provide: 
While Christ is rich, can I be poor? 
What can I want beside ? 

6 Lord, I cast my care on Thee ; 

I triumph and adore : 
Hcnccfortu my great concern shall be 
To love and please Thee more. 

John Ryland. Vl*l*I. 

\0G Ach Gotty verlasz mich nicht, 0, 7* 

1 Forsake me not, my God, 

Thou God of my salvation ! 
Give me Thy light, to be 

My sure illumination. 
My soul to folly turns. 

Seeking she knows not what : 
lead her to Thyself; 

My God, forsake me not ! 

2 Forsake me not, my God ! 

Take not Thy Spirit from me, 
And suffer not the might 

Of sin to overcome me. 
A father pitieth 

The children he begot; 
My Father, pity me ! 

My God, forsake me not ! 

3 Forsake me not, my God, 

Thou God of life and power ! 
Enliven, strengthen me, 

In every eyil hour : 
And when the sinful fire 

Within my heart is hot. 
Be not Thou far f^om me : 

My God, (brsi^ke m» not ! 

m 



THB OHBISTIUr LIFV. 

4 Forsake me not, m j God ! 

Uphold me in my going, 
That evermore I may 

Please Thee in all well-doing ; 
And that Thy will, Lord, 

May never be forgot 
In all my works and ways : 

My God, forsake me not! 

5 Forsake me not, my God ! 

I would be Thine forever ; 
Confirm me mightily 

In every right endeavor : 
And when my hour is come, 

Cleansed from all stain and spot 
Of sin, receive my sonl : 
My God, forsake me not ! 
Unknown. 1860. 
Tr. Solomon Franck, d. 172 

407 Trauemd und mit bangem Seknen. 

1 Truest Friend, who canst not fail. 

Evermore abide with me: 
When the world wonld most assail. 

Then Thy presence let me see. 
When its heaviest thnnders roll, 
Shelter Thou my trembling sonl I 
Come, and in my spirit rest; 
Help me do what seems Thee best. 

2 When life's day hath fleeted by. 

When the night of death is near. 
When in vain the darkened eye 

Seeks some stay, some helper here : 
Then Thy followers' prayer fulfil, 
Then abide Thou witn us stilU 
Till Thou give us heavenly rest, , 
Stay, stay, Thou noble Guest I 

Miss Winkwortk, 1868. a, 
Tr, John Neunherg, ab, 172fi 



TRUST IN CHRIST AND REDEMPTION. 

treuer Heiland Jesti Christ. {J, ilf. 
We praiso and bless Thee, gracious Lord, 

Our Savior kind and true, 
For all the old things passed away, 

For all Thou hast made new. 

2 But yet how much must be destroyed, 

How much renewed must be, 
Ere we can fully stand complete 
In likeness, Lord, to Thee ! 

3 Thou, only Thou, must carry on 

Th6 work Thou hast begun ; 
Of Thine own strength Thou must impart, 
In Thine own ways to run. 

4 Ah, leave us not ! from day to day 

Revive, restore again ; 
Our feeble steps do Thou direct, 
Our enemies restrain. 

5 Whatever would tempt the soul to stray. 

Or separate from Thee, 
That, Lord, remove, however dear 
To our poor hearts it be ! 

6 When flesh declines, then strengthen Thou 

The rpirit from above j 
Make us to feel Thy service sweet. 
And light Thy yojte of love. 

7 So shall we faultless stand at last 

Before Thy Father's throne ; 
The blessedness for ever ours, 
The glory all Thine own ! 

H, L, L. 1853. CL, 
• Tr. Charles John Spitta, ab, 1825. 

^69 S. M. 

1 Heirs of unending life, 
While yet we sojourn here, 
let us our salvation work 

With trembling and with fear. 333 
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2 'Tis God the Spirit leads 
In paths hefore unknown ; 

The work to be performed is onrB^ 
The strength is all His own. 

3 Assisted by His grace, 
We still pursue our way, 

And hope at last to reach the prize, 
Secure in endless day. 

4 'Tis He'that works to will, 
'Tis He that works to do ; 

His is the power by which we aet ; 
His be the glory too ! 

Henry Ustic Onderdonk, 18J 
And Benjamin Beddome. d. 

470 i 

1 To God the only wise. 
Our Savior and our King, 

Let all the saints below the skies 
Their humble praises bring. 

2 'Tis His almighty Love, 
His counsel and His oare. 

Preserves us safe from sin and death. 
And every hurtful snare. 

3 He will present our souls 
Unblcmishediand complete 

Before the glory of His face. 
With joys divinely great. 

4 Then all His faithful sons 
Shall meet around the throne, 

Shall bless the conduct of His grac^ 
And make his wonders knoprn. 

5 To our Redeemer- God 

W isdom and po-s^et \wiViTv^^ 
Immortal cro^na ot m^.'^^^X-i, 
And everlaalVnsaoiti^** _ 
334 ^^iiiM. 



FOLLOWING CBRISTv. 
FOLLOWING CHRIST. 

171 T/. M. t 

1 And art Thou, gracious Master, gone, 

A mansion to prepare for me ? 
Shall I behold Thee on Thy throne, 

And there forever dwell with Thee ^ 
Then let the world approve or bl&me^ 
I'll triumph in Thy glorious Name. 

2 What transport, Lord, shall fill my heart, 

When Thou my worthless name shalt own 
When I shall see Thee as Thou art. 

And know as I myself am known ! 
From sin and fear and sorrow free^ 
My soul shall find its Rest in Thee. 

Thomtu Kelly. 180^ 

\72 S, 

1 Jesus, I my cross have taken^ 

All to leave and follow Thee; 
Destitute, despised, forsaken. 

Thou, from nence, my All shalt be. 
Perish every fond ambition. 

All I've sought, or hoped, or known ; 
Tet how rich is my condition ! 

God and heaven are still my own. 

2 Man may trouble and distress me^ 

'Twill but drive me to Thy breast; 
Life with trials hard may press me, 

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest. 
0, 'tis not in grief to harm me, 

While Thy Love is left to me ; 
0, 'twere not in joy to charm me. 

Were that joy unmixed with Thee. 

3 Take, my soul, thy full salvation ; 

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ; 
Joy to find in every station 
Something stiU to do or bear. 

aa 
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POLLOWING CHRIST. 

6 Till then— nor is my boasting vain 

Till then I boast a Savior slain ! 
And 0, may this my glory be, 
That Christ is not ashamed of me ! 

Benjamin Francis. 1787. 
From Joseph Grigg. d. 1768. 

uouiu evuovu* >► Tt. lyr, a t. 

Not alone for heavenly pleasure 
Doth my thirsty spirit pine ; 
For its Savior yearning ever : 
I will leave my Jesus never I 

5 From that living Fountain drinking. 
Walking always at His side, 
Christ shall lead me without sinking 

Through the river's rushing tide, 
With the blest to sing forever; 
I will leave my Jesus never ! 
Vnhnown. 1864. 
Tr, Christian Keymann, 1656. 

'7' Folget mir, ruft una das Leben, ^B» 

1 Savior, meet it is indeed 
We should all Thy bidding heed : 
Help us, make us strong and bold^ 
Firm and fast Thy grace to hold. 
Moved by wondrous love divine, 
For our life Thou gavest Thine ,* 
And Thv preciou s outpoured Blood 

JesUy geh voran, ^ ^^ 

1 Jesus, still lead on, 

Till our Rest be won ! 
And although the way be oheerlesg. 
We will follow, calm and fearless. 
Guide us by Thy hand 
To our Fat\i«\akTi^\ 



THB OHBISTIAV LIFS^ 

2 If the way be drear, 
If the foe be near, 

Let not faithless fears o'crtako us, 
Let not faith and hope forsake us ; 

For through many a foe 

To our home we go ! 

3 When we seek relief 

viovk B vn 11" uauvT diia.ii'gaiae tuee tnere. 

Soon shall close thy earthly mission. 
Swift shall pass thy pilgrim days ; 

Hope shall change to glad fruition, 
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

Henry Francis Lyte, 1833. 

73 i. M. 

1 Jesus, and shall it ever be, 

A mortal man ashamed of Thee ? 
Ashamed of Thee, whom angels praise, 
Whose glomes shine through endless days ! 

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star; 
Ue sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er this benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! just as soon 
Let midnight be ashamed of noon : 
'Tis midnight with my soul, till He, 
Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee. 

I will leave my Jesus never. 

2 In His Name I stand acquitted 

While upon the earth I stay : 

What I have to Him committed 

He will keep until that day. 
Be His service my endeavor ; 
I will leave my Jesus never ! 
338 
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Dwelling in His presence holy, 
I at length shall reach the place 

Where with all the saints in glory 
I shall see His lovely face ; 

Nothing then bat bliss forever : 

I will leave my Jesus never 1 

Not the earth with all its treasure 
Could content this soul of mine ; 

Not alone for heavenly pleasure 
Doth my thirsty spirit pine ; 

For its Savior yearning ever : 

I will leave my Jesus never ! 

From that living Fountain drinking, 

Walking always at His side, 
Christ shall lead me without sinking 

Through the river's rushing tide, 
With the blest to sing forever ; 
I will leave my Jesus never ! 
Unknown, 1864. 
Tr, ChrUtian Keymann, 1656. 

Folgtt mir, tuft wm das Leben, ^8* 

L Savior, meet it is indeed 
We should all Thy bidding heed : 
Help us, make us strong and bold. 
Firm and fast Thy grace to hold. 
Moved by wondrous love divine, 
For our life Thou gavest Thine ,* 
And Thy precious outpoured Blood 
Won for us the highest good. 

I Draw me up, my God, from hence ; 
Raise me high o'er earth and sense, 
That I lose not Thee from sight. 
Nor in life nor death, my Light ! 
In my soul's most deep recess 
Let me cherish holiness ; 
Not for show or human praise. 
But for Thy sake, all my days. 330 
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(J rant inc. Lord, my heart's ilesire; 
f^o my co\ir:?e to run, nor tiro, 
That my praeti.sed soul \nx\y prove 
All Thy meekness, all Thy love. 
Grant me here to trust Thy grace, 
There with joy to see Thy face. 
This in time my portion be, 
That through all eternity. 

From Miss Winkworth. 1855. 

Tr. John Mist. 1C44. 



1 Thou, to whose all-searching sight 
The darkness shineth as the light ! 
Search, prove my heart ; it pants for Thee : 
burst these bonds, and set it free. 

2 Wash out its stains, refine its dross ; 
Nail my affections to the Cross ! 
Hallow each thought; let all within 
Be clean, as Thou, my Lord, art clean. 

3 If in this darksome wild I stray. 

Be Thou iny Light, be Thou my Way ; 

No foes, no violence I fear, 

No fraud, while Thou, my God, art near. 

4 When rising floods my soul overflow, 
When sinks my heart in waves of woe, 
Jesus, Thy timely aid impart, 

And raise my head, and cheer my heart. 

5 Savior, where'er Thy steps I see, 
Dauntless, untircd, I'd follow Thee ; 
let Thy hand support me still, 
And lead me to Thy holy hill ! 

6 If rough and thorny be the way. 
My strength proportion to my day ; 
Till toil and grief and ^a.Yn %V«XV ^%«&%^ 

Where all is calni, a^id ^o^, wi^ja^w^^. 

Joliu NVedc^.YV' 
^^ from the QerfMi 



THS HEAVENLY 8PXRIT. 
THE HEAVENLY SPIRIT. 

79 JO. M. 

1 Beset with snares on every hand. 
In life's uncertain path I stand: 
Savior divine ! diflFuse Thy light, 

To guide my doubtful footsteps right. 

2 Engage this roving treacherous heart 
Wisely to choose the better part j 

To scorn the trifles of a day, 

For joys that none can take away. 

3 Then let the wildest storms arise ; 
Lot tempests mingle earth and skies : 
No fatal shipwreck shall I fear, 

But all my treasures with me bear. 

4 If Thou, my Jesus, still be nigh, 
Cheerful I live, and joyful die : 
Secure, when mortal comforts flee, 
To find ten thousand worlds in Thee. 

Doddridge. 1755. a. 

80 John iv. 10, 14. i, M. 6 L 

1 Jesus, the Gift divine I know; 

The Gift divine I ask of Thee; 
The living Water now bestow, 

Thy Spirit and Thyself, on me. 
Thou, Lord, of life the Fountain art : 
let me find Thee in my heart ! 

2 Thee let me drink, and thirst no more 

For drops of finite happiness ! 
Spring up, Well, ip heavenly power, 

In streams of pure perennial peace ,* 
In joy, which none can take away> 
In life, whioh shall forever stay. 

C, WeBley. 1762. 

341 



JHB CHRISTIAN LITS. 

Welcome, sweet hour of full dischai 
That sets our longing souls at large 
Unbinds our chain, breaks up our o 
And gives us with our God to dwell 

To dwell with God, to feel His Lov« 
Is the full heaven enjoyed above; 
And the sweet expectation now 
Is the joung dawn of heaven below 

TJtomas Gibbons, I 
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KiSE, my soul, and stretch thy wii 
Thy better portion trace ; 

Bise from transitory things 

Toward heaven, thy native placi 

Sun, and moon, and stars decay; 

Time shall soon this earth remove 

ftise, my soul, and haste away 
To seats prepared above. 

Rivers to the ocean run, 
Nor stay in all their course ; 

Fire ascending seeks the sun ; 
Both speed them to their source 

So a soul that's bom of God 

Pants to view His glorious face ; 

Upward tends to Uis abode, 
To rest in His embrace. 

Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn 
Press onward to the prize ; 

Soon your Savior will return, 
Triumphant in the skies : 

Yet a season, and you know 

Happy entrance will be given; 

All your sorrows left below. 
And earth exchanged for heaven. 

Bobert Seagrave, 1 
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T^E AEAVBNLr SPIBlt. 

Heavenward still my thoughts shall ran^ 
Till the gate of heaven Tve won. 

Frances Elizabeth Cox, 1841. 
Tr, Benjamin Schmolk. 1731. 

487 Trochaic 7, 6. 

Achy uns wird das Herz so Iter. 

1 Ah, this heart is void and chill, 

'Mid earth's noisy thronging ; 
For the Father's mansions still 
Earnestly is longing. 

2 to be at home, and gain 

All for which we're sighing ; 
From all earthly want and pain 
To be swiftly flying I 

3 With this load of sin and care 

Then no longer bending, 
But with waiting angels there 
On our Lord attending ! 

4 Ah, how blessed, blessed they 

Who have rightly striven. 
And rejoice eternally 

With their Lord in heaven ! 

H, L. L, 1853. 

Tr. Charles John Spitta. ah. 1S28. 

488 C. M. 

1 The roseate hues of early dawn, 

The brightness of the day, 
The crimson of the sunset sky, 

How fast they fade away ! 
for the pearly gates of heaven ! 

for the golden floor ! 
for the Sun of Righteoosnesi 

That Betteth nevermore 2 
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WATCHFULNESS AITD riDBLITT. 

490 C JIf. 

1 Awake, my soul ! stretch eyery nerre. 

And press with vigor on : 
A heavenly race demands thy seal. 
And an immortal crown. 

2 A cloud of witnesses around 

Hold thee in full survey: 
Forget the steps already trod. 
And onward urge thy way. 

3 'Tis God's all-animating voice 

That calls thee from on high ; 
'Tis His own hand presents the prise 
To thine aspiring eye. 

4 Blest Savior, introduced by Thee, 

Have I my race begun j 
And crowned with victory, at Thy faet 
ni lay my honors down. 

Doddridge, 1755. 

491 JO. M. 

1 Awake, our souls, away our fears ; 

Let every trembling thought be gone. 
Awake, and run the heavenly race, 
And put a cheerful courage on. 

2 True, His a strait and thorny road, 

And mortal spirits tire and faint; 
But they forget the mighty God, 
Who feeds the strength of every saint. 

3 The mighty God, whose matchless power 

Is ever new and ever young. 
And firm endures, while endless years 
Their everlasting cycles nm. 

4 From Thee, the ever-flowing Spring, 

Our souls shall drink a fresh supply; 
While such as trust their native 8tt«iL5^hL. 
JShall melt awa.y, wxidL ^qq^^, v&^^^» 



THE CHBI6TIAN LIFE. 

.5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 

We'll mount aloft to Thine abode ; 
On wings of love our souls shall fly, 
Nor tire amid the heavenly road. 

Watts. 1709. 

492 L. M. 

1 Stand up, my soul, shake oflf thy fears. 
And gird the Gospel armor on ; 
March to the gates of endless joy, 
I Where Jesus thy great Captain 's gone. 

( 2 Hell and thy sins resist thy -coarse, 

- But hell and sin are vanquished foes ; 

Thy Jesus nailed them to the Cross, 
And sung the triumph when He rose. 

3 Then let my soul march boldly on, 
Press forward to the heavenly gate ; 

There peace and joy eternal reign. 
And glittering robes for conquerors wait 

4 There shall I wear a starry crown. 
And triumph in almighty grace j 

While all the armies of the skies 
Join in my glorious Leader's praise. 

Watt*. 17*ft. fl- 

493 a M. 

1 Am I a soldier of the Cross, 
A follower of the Lamb ? 

And shall I fear to own His cause, 
Or blush to speak His Name ? 

2 lH^ust I be carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease, 

Whilst others fought to win the prise, 
And sailed through bloody seas ?. 

3 Are there no foes for me to face ? 
. Must I no^ fiteia t\x« ^o<^d^ 

Jm thU vain woxH a^ ^fveii^V.^ %xvaA, 
To -help mo on W Qt^i^'l 



WATCHF1TLNB3S AHD TIDBUTT. 

4 Sure I mast fight, if I would reiga : 

Increase my courage, Lord ; 
. Til bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by Thy word. 

5 Thy eaints, in all this glorious war, 

-. Shall conquer, though they die ; '."»■. 

They see the triumph from afar, 
By faith they bring it uigh. 

6 When that illustrious day shall rise. 

And all Thine armies shine 
In robes of victory through the skies. 
The glory shall be Thine. WoMb. 1709. a. 

f:94: 8. M. 

1 SoLDiE&s of Christ, arise, 
And put your armor on, 

Strong in the strength which God supplies 
Through His eternal Son ; 

2 Strong in the Lord of Hosts, 
And in His mighty power : 

Who in the strength of tiesus trusts 
Is more than conqueror. 

3 Stand then in His great might, J '.^ 
With all His strength endued; 

But take, to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of God : 

4 That haying all things done. 
And all your conflicts pBSt, 

Te may overcome through Christ alone. 
And stand entire at last. 

5 From strength to strength go on, 
Wrestle, and fight, and pray : 

Tread all the powers of darkness down. 
And win the well-fought day. 

d$l 



la fr«m bigl 
And tokti the mnqnerori horns. 

C. Wtilty. II 

s s 

1 Mr BomI, be on Thj goird; 
Ten thonsand Hws arise, 

And hoaU af lin u-e preasiog hwd 
To drair thee from the ikiea. 

2 watch, and fight, a 
Thiibi ■ 



A pray. 



it boldly everj day, 
And help divine implore. 

3 Ne'er thick the Tietory won. 
Nor anoe at ease sit down; 

Thine arduonB work will not be done. 
Till thon receive thy crown. 

4 Fight on, my Mill, till death 
Shall bring thee to Ihy God; 

He'll take thee, at thy pBrting breath, 
To His divine abode. — Het 

90 Mem Jeta, Dtn die Senphiiun. Xi 
1 Into Thy graeiona hands I Tall, 

And with the arms of Mth embrace; 

King of glory, he« my call! 

raise me, heal me by Th; graoe I 
Now righteoua through Thy wouada I am 
No oondemnatioD now I dread; 

1 tsate salvation in Thy Name, 



Alive in Thee 
Bt Thy H 



gHead! 

my guide. 



Nor take Thy iJght from me awaj; 
Still with me let Tbj graoe abide, 
TliaC I from Thee aixj ntiei tlivj. 



WATCHPULKSS8 AND riBBLITT. 

Let Thy Word richly in me dwell; 

Thy peace and love my portion be ; 
My joy to endnre and do Thy will. 

Till perfect I am found in Thee. 

3 Arm me with Thy whole armor, Lord ! 

Support my weakness with Thy might ; 
Gird on my thigh Thy conquering sword. 

And shield me in the threatening fight : 
From faith to faith, from grace to grace. 

So in Thy strength shall I go on; 
Till heaven and earth flee from Thy face. 

And glory end what grace begun. 

John Wesley, 1739. 

Tr, Wolfgang Ckritiopher Dtnler, 1(^92. 

1 Ye servants of the Lord, 
Each in his office wait. 

Observant of His heavenly word. 
And watchful at His gate. 

2 Let all your lamps be bright. 
And trim the golden flame ; 

Gird up your loins, as in His sight. 
For awful is His Name. 

3 Watch ! 'tis your Lord's command; 
And while we speak, He's near. 

Mark the first signal of His hand. 
And ready i^ appear. 

4 happy servant he. 

In sucn a posture found ! 
He shall His Lord with rapture see. 
And be with honor crowned. 

Dodd.iAd^,VV.\ftk. 



TBB OHBIflTIAH LIFB. 

WISPOM AND SELF-KNOWLEDGB. 

498 C. M. 

1 Alihghtt God, in hamble prayer 

To Thee our souls we lift : 
Do Thou our waiting minds pr^are 
For Thy most needful gift 

2 We ask not golden streams of wealth 

Along our path to flow; 
We ask not undecaying health. 
Nor length of years below. 

3 We ask not honors, which an hour 

May bring and tJeike away; 
We ask not pleasure, pomp, and power, 
Lest we should go astray. 

4 We ask for wisdom : — Lord, impart 

The knowledge how to live ; 
A wise and understanding heart 
• To all before Thee give. 

5 The young remember thee in youth. 

Before the evil day ! 
The old be guided by Thy truth 
In wisdom's pleasant way ! 

Jamet Montgomtry, 1825. 

499 a r. M. 

1 Be it my only wisdom here 

To serve the Lord with filial fear. 

With loving gratitude ! 
Knowledge divine may I display, 
By shunning every evil way, 

And walking in the good. 

2 may I still from sin depart ! 

A wise and understanding heart, 
•Jesus, to me be given! 



WISDOM Ain> SSLV-KirOWLlDGE. 

And let me through Thj Spirit know ' 
To glorify my (Jod below, 
And find my way to heaven. 

C. WetUy. 1762. a. 

too PSALM 119. JO.M* 

r Teach me, teach me. Lord, Thy way; 
That, to my life's remotest day. 
By Thine unerring precepts led. 
My feet Thy heavenly paths may tread. 

2 Informed by Thee, with sacred awe 
My heart shall meditate Thy law; 
And, with celestial wisdom filled. 
To Thee its full obedience yield. 

3 Give me to know Thy will aright, 
Thy will, my glory and delight j 
That, raised above the world, my mind 
In Thee its highest good may find. 

4 turn from vanity my eye ; 

To me ^hy quickening strength supply; 
And with Thy promised mercy cheer 
A heart devoted to Thy fear. 

Jame» Merrick, 1765. a, 

'*01 L. M. 

1 What strange perplexities arise, 
What anxious fears and jealousies ! 
What crowds in doubtful light appear> 
How few, alas, approved and dear ! 

2 And what am I ? — my soul, awake, 
And an impartial survey take. 

Does no dark sign, no ground of fear, 
In practice or in heart appear ? 

3 What image does my spirit bear ? 
Is Jesus ^rmed and living there ? 
Ah, do His lineaments divine 

In thought) and word, and action shine ? 
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1 'Tis a point I long to know, 

Oft it causes anxious thought ; 
Do I love Thee, Lord, or no ? 
Am I Thine, or am I not? 

2 When I turn my eyes within, 

how dark, and rain, and wild ! 
Filled with unbelief and sin, 
Can I deem myself Thy child ? 

3 Lord, decide the doubtful case ; 

Thou, who art Thy people's Sun, 
Shine upon Thy work of grace, 
If it be indeed begun. 

4 Let me lore Thee more and more. 

If I love at all, I pray ; 
If I have not loved before, 
Help me to begin to-day. 

John Newton. 1770. 



SIMPLICITY AND HUMILITY. 

1 Quiet, Lord, my froward heart ; 

Make me teachable and mild ; 
Upright, simple, free from art. 

Make mo as a wean6d child ,* 
From distrust and envy free. 
Pleased with all that pleases Thee. 

2 What Thou shalt to-day provide. 

Let me as a child receive ; 
What to-morrow may betide. 

Calmly to Thy wisdom leave. 
'Tis enough that Thou wilt cue : 
Why should I th* \>iai^Ti\>«Kt1 • 



Tax CHRISTIAK X^ITK. 

. 3 As a little child relies 

On a oare beyond his own. 
Knows he's neither strong nor wise, 

Fears to stir a step alone : 
Let me thus with Thee abide^ 
As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 

4 Thus preserved from Satan's wiles. 
Safe from dangers, free from fears. 
May I live upon Thy smiles, 

Till the promised hour appears. 
When the sons of God shall prove 
All their Father's boundless love. 

John NewUm, 17) 

506 

1 When, my Saviour, shall I be 
Perfectly resigned to Thee ? 
Poor and vile in my own eyes. 
Only in Thy wisdom wise ? 

2 Only Thee content to know. 
Ignorant of all below; 
Only guided by Thy light. 
Only mighty in Thy might ? 

8 So I may Thy Spirit know. 
Let Him as He listeth blow : 
Let the manner be unknown. 
So I may with Thee be one. 

4 Fully in my life express 
All the heights of holiness ; 
Sweetly let my spirit prove 
All the depths of humole love. 

C. Wealejf. Hi 

507 PSALM 131. 

1 Lord, if Thou Thy grace impart^ 
Poor in apiTit, m^feVL m \\.«axt) 
I shall as my "ilLwiXwt \ift, 
Gloth^ Willi IkumVliti . 
368 



SIXPUCITY AXS BUVILITT. 

Simple, teachable, and mild, 
Changed into a little child. 
Pleated iirith all the Lord provides. 
Weaned from all the world besides. 

* Fath9r, fix my soul on Thee : 
Every eril let me flee: 
Nothing want beneath, above, 
Hf^py in Thy precious Love. 

4 that all may seek and find 
Every good in Christ combined ! 
Him let Israel sti^ adore, 
Trust Him, praise Him evermore. 

From G. Wesley, 1760. 

8 PSALM 181. 78. 

1 Lord, for ever at Thy side 

Let my place and portion be ! 
Strip me of the robe of pride, 
Clothe me with humility. 

2 Meekly may my soul receive 

All Thy Spirit hath revealed. 
Thou hast spoken ; — ^I believe, 
Though the prophecy were sealed. 

3 Quiet as a wean6d child. 

Weaned from the mother's breast ; 
By no subtlety beguiled, 

On Thy faithful Word I rest. 

4 Saints, rejoicing evermore. 

In the Lord Jehovah trust : 
Him in all His ways adore. 
Wise, and wonderful, and just. 

James Montgomery, 1822. 
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f 



THB OHSISTIAX LIFE. 
BENEVOLENCE. 

509 L. M. 

1 When Jesus dwelt in mortal clay, 
What were His works from day to day 
But miraoles of power and grace, 
That spread salvation through our race? 

2 Teach us, Lord ! to keep in view 
Thy pattern, and Thy steps pursue. 
Let alms hestowed, let kindness done 
Be witnessed by each rolling sun. 

y Thomcu Gibbons, 1784. 

510 CM. 

1 Lord, lead the way the Savior went, 

By lane and cell obscure. 
And let our treasures still be spent, 
Like His, upon the poor. 

2 Like Him, through scenes of deep distress, 

Who bore the world's sad weight, 
We, in their gloomy loneliness. 
Would seek the desolate. 

3 For Thou hast placed us side by side 

In this wide world of ill ; 
And that Thy followers may be tried. 
The poor are with us still. 

4 Small are the offerings we can make; 

Tet Thou hast taught us. Lord, 
If given for the Savior's sake, 
They lose not their reward. 

William Croawell. 1843. 

511 a M. 

1 Jesus, our Lord, how rich Thy graee ! 
Thy \>ount\«a \iO'w <^OTQ?^l&te I 
How B\ia\l "W© co\xut Wi^ tcil«A.Oc\^'m^ ^soa&X 
How pay t\i«> mV^t^ ^ft>a\.1 
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BBNETOLBKO*. 

2 High on a throne of radiant light 

Dost Thou exalted shine ; 
What can our poverty bestow, 
When all the worlds are Thine ? 

3 But Thou hast brethren here below, 

The partners of Thy grace, 
And wilt confess their humble nwnes 
Before Thy Father's face. 

4 In them Thou mayst be clothed and fed, 

And visited and cheered,* 
And in their accents of distress 
Our Savior's voice is heard. 

6 Thy face, with reverence and with love. 
We in Thy poor would see ; 

may we minister to them, 
And in them. Lord, to Thee. 

Doddridge, 1755. a. 

S12 78. 

1 Father of our feeble race. 

Wise, beneficent, and kind ! 
Spread o'er nature's ample feu^ey 
Flows Thy goodness uneonfined. 

2 Lord, what offerings shall we bring, 

At Thine altars when we bow? 
Grateful loving heartii, the spring 
Whence the kind affections flow; 

3 Willing hands to lead the blind. 

Bind the wounded, feed the poor; 
Love, embracing all our kind; 
Charity, with liberal store. 

4 Teach ub, Thou heavenly King, 

Thus to show our grateful mind; 
Thus the accepted offering bring, 
Love to Thee and all mankind. 

2Z 
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BBNEYOLBNCX. 

^f we hare love for Thee in heaven^ 

'Tis seen by love on earth : 
Love only, love which God hath given, 

Doth prove our heavenly birth.. 

4 For all we know of God above, 

And of His saints below, 
And all we know of heaven, is Love, 
And all we need to know. 

5 Love is of life the only sign, 

Love is our vital breath j 
Love only shows the child divine. 
Love only conquers death. 

6 Whate'er we do, where'er we go. 

Let love our sonship prove : 
Our lives the fire celestial show, 
Our thoughts and words be love. 

7 deign to send the love of Thee 

From highest heaven above ; 
For then our life Thy praise shall be. 
When all our life is love. 

8 With praise to Thee our strains began 

With love to Thee shall end; 
The love of Thee, and love of man. 
From heaven deign to send ! 

Isaac Williams. 1842. a. 



THE CROSS AND COMFORT. 

515 C. M. 

1 Affliction is a stormy deep. 
Where wave resounds to wave ; 
Thongh o'er my head the biliowa r<ilL| 
I know the lioid q«sl ^'^^^. 



THE GROSS Ain> COKFORT. 

2 The hand that now withholds mj joys 

Can reinstate my peace ; 
And He who bade the tempest roar. 
Can bid that tempest cease. 

3 In the dark watches of the night, 

I'll count His mercies o'er ; 
ril praise Him for ten thousand past, 
And humbly sue for more. 

4 When darkness and when sorrows rose 

And pressed on every side, y 

The Lord has still sustained my stepa^ 
And still has been my Guide. 

5 Here will I rest, and build my hopes. 

Nor murmur at His rod ; 
He's more than all the world to me. 
My Health, my Life, my God ! 

Nathaniel Cotton. 1791. 

516 L. M. 

1 God of my life, to Thee I call ! 
Afflicted at Thy feet I fall,- 

When the great water-floods prevail. 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail ! 

2 Friend of the friendless and the faint ! 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint ? 
Where but with Thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor ? 

3 Did ever mourner plead with Thee, 
And Thou refuse that mourner's plea? 
Does not the word still fixed remain. 
That none shall seek Thy face in vain ? 

4 That were a grief I could not bear. 
Didst Thou not hear and answer prayer; 
But a prayer*hearing, answering God, 
Supports me under every load. 

8M 



IK. OVTWAKD SUFFBBmaS. 

5 Fair is the lot that's cast for me ; 
I have an Adrooate with Thee ; 
They whom the world earesses most 
Have no euoh privilege to boast. 

6 Poor though I be, despised, forgot. 
Yet God, my God, forgets me not ; 
And he is safe, and must succeed. 

For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 

WiUiam Cowper, 1779. 

%17 CM. 

1 Dear Refuge of my weary soul, 

On Thee, when sorrows rise. 
On Thee, when waves of trouble roll, 
My fainting hope relies. 

2 To Thee I tell each rising grief, 

For Thou alone canst heal ; 
Thy Word can bring a sweet relief 
For every pain I feel. 

3 Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face ? 

And shall I seek in vain ? 
And can the ear of sovereign grace 
Be deaf when I complain ? 

4 No, still the ear of sovereign grace 

Attends the mourner's prayer : 
may I ever find access. 

To breathe my sorrows there ! 

Anne Steele, 1760. 

US PSALM 86. L. M. 

1 HEAR me. Lord, for I am poor. 
And seek salvation at Thy door ; 
Bow down Thy gentle ear to me, 
Who am opprest with misery. 

2 Let mercy come from God on high, 
The object of my dailf cry; 

I daily knock, I daily wait. 

For mercy's alms, at mercy's gate. 865 



}S AND COVFORT. 

afort, give a dole 

Thy senrant's soul : 
oul doth bend her knee, 
ler craving hands to Thee. 

art good, and Thon dost stand 

pardons in Thy hand; 
lews of mercy fall, 
r at Thy people's call ! 

le me in Thy secret way ; 
t a Guide I shall not stray : 
into a heavenly frame, 
' heart to fear Thy Name. 

of Nations, Lord of all, 

Thee shall all nations fall ; 
ery language shall confess 
orious everlastingness ! 

John Mason, 1683. a, 

11,10. 

iseonsolate, where'er ye languish ; 
the mercy-seat, fervently kneel ; 
your wounded hearts, here tell your 
guish ; — 
s no sorrow that Heaven cannot heal. 

desolate, light of the straying, 
len all others die, fadeless and pure ! 
s the Comforter, tenderly saying, 
us no sorrow that Heaven cannot oni 

Bread of Life ; see waters fiowin; 
m the throne of God, pure from abo 
d feast of love ; come, ever knowin/ 
s no sorrcvw but Heaven can remov 
From TkotiMW Moore. \W 



IN OUTWARD surrsBuios. 

320 a JET. M. 

1 When I can trust my all with God, 

In trial' 8 fearful hour, 
Bow, all resigned, heneath His rod, 

And bless His sparing power, 
A joy springs up amid distress, 
A fountain in the wilderness. 

2 0, to be brought to Jesus' feet. 

Though trials fix me there. 
Is still a privilege ; and sweet 

The energies of prayer, 
Though sighs and tears its language be. 
If Christ be nigh, and smile on me. 

3 Then blessed be the Hand that gave, 

Still blessed when it takes : 
Blessed be He who smites to save. 

Who heals the Heart He breaks. 
Perfect and true are all His ways, 
. Whom heaven adores and death obeys. 

Joaiah Conder, 1836. 

521 8. M. 

1 In weariness and pain. 
By sins and fears opprest, 

I turn me to my Rest again. 
My sours eternal Rest : 

2 The Lamb that died for me, 
And still my load doth bear ,* 

To Jesus' streaming wounds I flee. 
And find my quiet there. 

3 Jesus, was ever grief, 
Was ever love like Thine ? 

Thy sorrow. Lord, is my relief. 
Thy life hath i&Tk&Q\sv^^tfi^:s^^. 
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X. Jf. 

/esus, the weary wanderer's Rest, 
Give me Thy easy yoke to bear j 

With steadfast patienee arm my breast. 
With spotless love, and lowly fear. 

2 Thankful I take the cup from Thee, 

Prepared and mingled by Thy sldll : 
Though bitter to the taste it be. 
Powerful the wounded soul to heal. 

3 Be Thou, Rock of Ages, nigh ! 

So shall each murmuring thought be gone; 
And grief, and fear, and care shall fly, 
As clouds before the mid-day sun. 

4 Speak to my warring passions, ''Peace \" 

Say to my trembling heart, " Be still !" 
Thy power my strength and fortress is. 
For all things serve Thy sovereign will. • 

5 Oh death, where is thy sting ? Where now 

Thy boasted victory, grave ? 
Who shall contend with God ? or who 
Can hurt whom God delights to save ? 

a Wesley. X739. 

$24 S. M. 

1 Your harps, ye trembling saints, 
Down from the willows take ,* 

Loud, to the praise of Love divine. 
Bid every string awake. 

2 Though in a foreign land, 
We are not far from home ; 

And nearer to our house above 
We every moment come. 

3 His grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter shine ; 

Nor present things, nor things to oquia^ 
Shall quench lYi^ «^«jcY. ^N\aa« 



THB 0R08S AVD.OOMVOBT. 

4 When we in darkness walk, 
Nor feel the heavenly flame. 

Then is the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon His Name. 

5 Soon shall our doubts and fears 
Subside, at His control : 

His loving-kindness shall break throngl 
The midnight of the soul. 

6 Blest is the man, God, 
That stays himself on Thee ! 

Who waits for Thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall Thy salvation see. 

Attguatut M, Tophuiy, 1) 

525 Wmn mich die Sunden kranken. 8 

1 When sorrow and remorse 
Prey at my heart, to Thee 

1 look, who on the holy Cross 

Wast slain for wretched me. 

2 Thy Passion, Lord, inspires 
My spirit day by day. 

That I from all low dark desires 
Have strength to flee away. 

3 Whatever the burden be, 
The cross upon me laid,. 

Or want or shame, I look to Thee : 
Be Thou, Christ, my Aid. 

4 And let Thy sorrows cheer 
My soul when I depart : 

Give 8trengt\x to c&at away all fear^ 
Console, auataAu tstj \^«&x\^ 

S7Q 



Ur GENERAL NEED. 

5 Since Thou hast died for me. 

Help me to trust Thy grace, 
That Thou wilt take me up to Thee, 

Where I shall see Thy face. 

From Miss Winkworth. 1855. 
Tr. Justus Gesenius. 1640. 

CM. 

Thou art my Hiding-place, Lord! 

In Thee I fix my trust, 
Encouraged by Thy holy "Word, 

A feeble child of dust. 
I have no argument beside, 

I urge no other plea ; 
And His enough the Savior died, 

The Savior died for me. 

When storms of fierce temptations beat, 

And furious foes assail, 
My refuge is the mercy-seat, 

My hope within the veil. 
From strife of tongues and bitter words 

My spirit flies t<y Thee : 
Joy to my heart the thought affords. 

My Savior died for me. 

*Mid trials heavy to be borne, 

When mortal strength is vain, 
A heart with grief and anguish torn, 

A body racked with |)ain : 
Ah, what could give the sufferer rest. 

Bid every murmur flee. 
But this, the witness in my breast 

That Jesus died for me ? 

And when Thy awful voice commands 

This body to decay. 
And life, in its last lingering sands. 

Is ebbing fast away, 

a7i 



THB CBOBS Ain> OOMFOBT. 

Then, thongh it be in aoeenta weak, 

My voice shall call on Thee, 
And ask for strength in death to speak, 

"My Savior died for me." 

ThomoB BajffU; 1843. 

527 a M. 

1 Thou, from whom all goodness flows, 

I lift my heart to Thee ; 
In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes. 
Dear Lord, remember met 

2 When groaning on my burdened lieart. 

My sins lie heavily, 
My pardon speak, new peace impart; 
In love, remember me ! 

3 Temptations sore obstruct my Wf^, 

And ills I cannot flee ; 
give me strength. Lord, as my day; 
For good, remember me ! 

4 Distrest with pain, disease, and grief. 

This feeble body see ; 
Grant patience, rest, and kind relief; 
Hear, and remember me! 

5 When in the solemn hour of death 

I wait Thy just decree : 
Be this the prayer of my last breath. 
Good Lord, remember me ! 

6 And when before Thy throne I stand 

And lift my soul to Thee : 
Then, with the saints at Thy right hand, 
Good Lord, remember me ! 

TkomoM Saw€%a, 1792. a. 

528 C. M. 

1 AvB let this feeble body fail, 
And let it droop or die ; 
My soul shall quit the mounLfol vale 
And soar to wotlda oii V\t^*. 
3T2 



nr OENSRAL NBBD. 

Shall join the disembodied saints, 
And find its long-sought Rest, 
I^Bhat only bliss for which it pants, 
In my Redeemer's breast. 

2 In hope of that immortal crown, 

I now the cross sustain. 
And gladly wander up and down, 

And smile at toil and pain : 
I suffer on my three-score years 

Till my Deliverer come, 
And wipe away His servant's tears. 

And take His exile home. 

3 what hath Jesus bought for me ! 

Before my ravished eyes 
Rivers of life divine I see. 

And trees of paradise ! 
I see a world of spirits bright. 

Who reap the pleasures there ,* 
They all are clothed in robes of white, 

And conquering palms they bear. 

4 what are all my sufferings here, 

If, Lord, Thou count me meet. 
With that enraptured hast to appear. 

And worship at Thy feet ! 
Give joy or grief, give ease or pain. 

Take life or friends away; 
But let me find them all again 

In that eternal day. C. We»ley. 1759. a. 

29 C. M. 

1 Lord, it belongs not to my care, 
Whether I die or live : 
To love-tfcnd serve Thee is my s^arc^ 
And this Thy grace must giYd% 



THE CB08S AHD COXFOBT. 

If life be long, I will be glad 

That I may long obey; 
If short, yet why should I be sad 4^ 

To soar to endless day ? 

Christ leads me through no darker rooms 

Than He went through before : 
He that into God's kingdom oomes 

Must enter by this door. 
Come, Lord, when grace has made me meet 

Thy blessed face to see ; 
For if Thy work on earth be sweet, 

What will Thy glory be? 

Then shall I end my sad complaints, 

And weary sinful days, 
And join with the triumphant saints. 

That sing Jehovah's praise. 
My knowledge of that Life is small. 

The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 'tis enough that Christ knows all. 

And I shall be with Him. 

Richard Baxter. 1681. a. 



NATIONAL. 

330 6, 4 

1 God bless our native land I 
Firm may she ever stand. 

Through storm and night; 
When the wild tempests rave,' 
Ruler of wind and wave, 
Do Thou our country save 

By Thy great might ! 

■ 

2 For ber our prayer shall rile 
To God aloye the skies ; 

On Hm w© '^aMx 
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FAST HAX^-r-JS WAR TIME. 

5 And thus we come, God, to-day, 
' And all our woes before Thee lay ; 
For tried, afflicted, lo ! we stand, 
Peril and foes on every band. 

t Ab, bide not for our sins Tby face ; 
Absolve us tbro^gb Tby boundless grace ; 
Be witb us in our aQguisb still. 
Free us at last from, every ill. 

7 Tbat so with all our hearts may we 
Once more with joy give thanks to Thee, 
And walk obedient to Thy Word, 
And now and ever praise the Lord. 

Mi88 Wtnkworih, 1858. a. 
Tr. Paul Eher, 1547. 

534: FSALM 20. L. M. 

1 Now mny the God of power and grace 
Attend His people's humble cry! 
Jehovah hears when IsratBl prays, 
And brings deliverance from on high. 

2 The Name of Jacob's God defends 
Better than shields or brazen walls ; 
He from His sanctuary send« 
Succor and strength when 2ion calls. 

3 In His salvation is our hope. 
And in the name of Israel' s God 
Our troops shall lift their banners up, 
Our navies spread their flags abroad. 

4 Some trust in horses trained for war. 
And some of chariots make their boasts ; 
Our surest expectations are 

From Thee, the Lord of heavenly hosts. 

5 Now save us, Lord, from slavish fear ; 
Now let our hope be firm and strong. 
Till Thy salvation shall appear, 
And joy and triumph raise the sonx, 

Vfo»fca.\:VV^. 
24 WV 
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535 St M» 

1 Let God, the mighty God^ 
The Lord of hosts, arise, 

With terror clad, with strength endued. 

And rend and bow the skies ! 

Called down by faithful prayer. 

Savior, appear below. 
Thy hand lift up, Thine arm make bare, 

And quell Thy people's foe. 

2 Our Refuge in distress, 
In danger's darkest hour. 

Appear as in the aneient days, 

With full redeeming power : 

That Thy redeemed may sing 

In glad triumphant strains, 
The Lord is God, the Lord is King, 

The Lord forever reigns ! 

3 We with our ears have heard. 
Our fathers us have told 

The work that in their days appeared. 

And in the times of old : 

With such deliverance bless 

Whom Thou hast chose for Thine, 
That men and nations may confess 

The work is all divine ! 

C. Wealey. 1759. 

536 Continued, 5, J|f, 

1 God of unbounded Power, 
God of unwearied Love, 
Be present in our dangerous hour, 
Our danger to remove : 
Jesus, Jehovah, Lord, 
Thy wonted aid we claim ; 
Not trusting in our bow or sword. 
But in Thy saving Name ! 
378 



WAB AWD PEACE. 

2 Our lives are hid with Thine, 
Our hairs are numbered all, 

Nor can without the Will divine 

One worthless sparrow fall. 

And shall a nation bleed, 

And shall a kingdom fail, 
While Thou, Christ, art Lord and Head 

O'er heaven and earth and hell ? 

3 Beneath Thy wings secure. 
In patience we possess 

Our souls, and quietly endure 

Whatever our God decrees. 

Teach us to understand 

The thunder of Thy power, 
And thus, Lord, to see Thy Hand, 

Thy Truth and Love adore. 

4 Escaped the hostile sword, 
may we fly to Thee, 

And find in our redeeming Lord i 

Our life and liberty. 

Our Strength and Righteousness, 

let us hold Thee fast, 
With confidence divine, and peace 

That shall forever last. 

a Weeley. 1759. a. . 
HARVEST. 

p37 78. 

1 Praise to God, immortal praise. 
For the Love that crowns our days ! 
Bounteous Source of every joy. 
Let Thy praise our tongues employ! 

2 For the blessings of the field, 
For the stores the gardens yield ; 
Flocks that whiten all the plain ; 

. . Yellow sheaves of ripened grain : 

3t« 



BABYXST. 

3 All that Spring, with bounteous hand. 
Scatters o er the smiling land ; 

All that liberal aatnmn pours 
From her overflowing stores : 

4 These to Thee, our God ! we owe. 
Source whence all our blessings flow ! 
And for these our souls shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 

Anna Zeiitia Barhauld. 1795. 

S38 Lm M* 

1 GRACIOUS Hand that freely gives 

The fruits of earth, our toil to bless ! 
Love, by which the sinner lives ! 
let our tongues that Love confess ! 

2 Our God for all our need provides. 

His sun alike o'er all doth shine ; 
From none his glorious beams he hides ; 
So willeth Love supreme, divine. 

3 Again this Love our gamers fills ; 

This Love again let all adore : 
The cry of want His bounty stills. 
Who biddeth all His Name implore. 

4 may our lives through grace abound 
• In holy fruits, and Thee proclaim ! 

Let all Thy courts with praises sound 
Thy gracious hand. Thy wondrous Name. 

5 Lord, when Thou shalt descend from hearen^ 

Thy ransomed harvest here to reap ; 
in that day Thy joy be given 
To us, who now go forth to weep. 

6 May none r^ect affliction's hour. 

May none disdain in tears to sow : 
For so, by Jesus' grace and power, 
Shall heaven's joy «wQQe«a«Ax>3^'%KQ«. 

880 



FOR A SCAKTT HAftYEST. 

S39 Was Gott thut, das ist wohlgethan, 7^« 

1 What our Father does is well : 
Blessed truth His children tell ! 
Though He send, for plenty, want, 
Though the harvest store be scant, 
Yet wo rest upon His Love, 
Seeking better things above. 

2 What our Father does is well ; 
Shall the wilful heart rebel ? 
If a blessing He withhold 

In the JGield, or in the fold. 
Is it not Himself to be 
All our Store eternally? 

3 What our Father does is well : 
Though He sadden hill and dell. 
Upward yet our praises rise 

For the strength His Word supplies. 
He has called us sons of Oqd; 
Can we murmur at His rod ? 

4 What our Father docs is well : 
May the thought within us dwell. 
Though nor milk nor honey flow 
In our barren Canaan now, 

God can save us in our need, 
God can bless us, God can fbed. 

5 Therefore unto Him we raige 
Hymns of glory, songs of praise : 
To the Father and the Son 

And the Spirit, Three in One, 
Honor, might, and glory be, 
Now and through eternity. 

XJnlcnown. 1861. 

Tr. JBenjamiu ScKmoCV^. V\^. 



THX FJjriLT. 

THE FAMILY. 

SdO Marriage. 7$ 0* 

1 Ths Toiee that breathed o'er Bdea, 

That easiest wedding day. 
The primal marriage Mewnng, 
It nath not passed away. 

2 Still in the pure esponsal 

Of ChristiilD man and maid. 
The Holy Three are with nsy 
The threefold grace is said. 

3 Be present, awful Father, 

To give away this bride. 
As Eve Thou gav'st to Adam 
Out of his own pierced side : 

4 Be present, Son of Mary, 

To join their loving hands. 
As Thon didst bind two natures 
In Thine eternal bands : 

5 Be present, Holiest Spirit, 

To bless them as tMy kneel. 
As Thou for Christ the Bridegroom 
The heavenly spouse dost seaL 

6 spread Thy pure wing o'er them. 

Lei no ill power find place. 
When onward to Thine altar 
Their hallowed path they trae*, 

7 To cast their crowns before Thee 

In perfect sacrifice, 
Till to the home of gladness 
With Christ's own Bride they rise. 

John K«bW \&^t. 



XABSIAOS. 

1 How welcome was the call. 
And sweet the festal lay. 

When Jesus deigned in Cana's hall 
To bless the marriage day. 

2 And happy was the bride. 

And glaa the bridegroom's heart, 
When He who tarried at their side 
Bade grief and ill depart. 

3 Lord of life and lore, 
Come Thou again to-day ; 

And bring a blessing from above 
That ne'er shall pass away. 

4 bless, as once of old, 

The bridegroom and the bride ; 
Bless with the holy stream that flowed 
Forth from Thy pierced side. 

5 Before Thine altar-throne 
This mercy we implore ; 

As thon dost knit them. Lord, in one. 
So bless them evermore. 

Vnhnoum, 1861. 

42 C. M. 

1 Thrice happy souls, who, bom of beaven, 

While yet they sojourn here, 
Humbly begin their days with God, 
And spend them in His fear. 

2 Midst hourly cares may love present 

Its incense to Thy throne ; 
And while the world our hands employs. 
Our hearts be Thine alone I 

3 When to laborious duties called, • 

Or by temptations tried, 
We'll seek the shelter of Thy wings, 
And la Thy itrengtYi QOTi^^<»« 



FAMILY WOBflHIP. 

4 As different scenes of life arisen 

Onr gmteftil hearts would be 
With Thee amidst the sootal band. 
In Bolitnde with Thee. 

5 At night we lean onr weary heads 

On Thy paternal hi'east. 
And safely folded in Thine arms. 
Resign our powers to rest. 

6 In solid pure delights, like these. 

Let all my days be passed ; 
Nor shall I then impatient wish, 
Nor shall I fear tne last. 

Doddridge, 1755. a. 

MOKNING OR EVENING. 

543 L.M.61 

1 When, streaming from the eastern skies, 
The morning light salutes my eyes, 

O Bun of Righteousness dirine. 
On me with beams of meroy shine; 
Chase the dark clouds of sin away, 
And turn my darkness into day. 

2 When to heaven's great and glorioiia King 
My morning saerilGioe I bring ; 

And, moorning o'er my guilt aud shane, 
Ask meroy, Sayior, in Thy Name : 
My conscience sprinkle with Thy Bleedy 
And be my Advocate with God. 

Z Wlien each day^s scenes and labors elDse^ 
And wearied nature seeks repose, 
With pardoning meroy richly bleft» 
Gnard me, my SaTvor, while I rest t 
AnA as eaob. moTU\tif|t'% ««Si ^baSkfbiib, 
lead me onwatd W ^e ^»J»%. 



HORNINO AND EYBirniG. 

4 And at m j life's Iftst setting snn. 
My coniliets o'er, my labors done, 
Jesus, Thy heavenly radiance shed. 
To cheer and bless my dying bed ; 
And from death's gloom my spirit raise. 
To see Thy face and sing Thy praise. 

Sir Robert Grant, 1832. 

4:4: 7S. 

1 Teach ns, Lord, Thy Name to know ; 

Teach ns, Lord, Thy Name to love; 
May we do Thy will below 
As Thy will is done above. 

2 When we go to rest at night, 

O'er as watch and near us stay ; 
And when morning brings the light. 
May we wake to praise and pray. 

Unknown, 1845. 

45 7s. 

1 Gracious God ! to Thee we pray : 

Give ns grace to pray aright ; 
Guide and bless us every day. 
And defend us every night. 

2 Let Thy mercy, while we live, 

Every Heedful want supply j 
And Thy blissful presence give, 
To support us when we die. 

Unknown, 1845. 



M^OENING. 

\4e 

1 Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Shake off dull Blottk, wvA ^vs^ssl^^ 
To pay thy mOmlTi^ ^Wi*^^. 



YAXILT WORSHIP. 

2 Wake and lift up Thyself, my hearty 
And with the angels bear thy part. 
Who all night long unwearied sing 
High praise to the eternal King. 

3 All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept. 
And hast refreshed me while I slept : 
Grant, Lord, when I from death snail wake, 
I may of endless life partake ! 

4 Lord, I my vows to Thee renew; 
Disperse my sins as morning dew; 

Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with Thyself my spirit fill. 

5 Direct, control, suggest^ this day. 
All I design, or do, or say ; 

That all my powers, with all their might. 
In Thy sole glory may unite. 

a Praise Gk)d, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise Him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise Him aboYe, ye heavenly host. 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

Thomat Ken, 1700. 

3^7 *^<^^ Lucis or to Sidere, C. -Mi 

1 Now that the sun is beaming bright. 

Once more to God we pray. 
That He, the uncreated Light, 
May guide our souls this day. 

2 No sinful word, nor deed of wrong, 
"■ Nor thoughts that idly rove ; 

But simple truth be on our tongue. 
And in our hearts be love. 

3 And while the hours in order flow, 

Christ, securely fence 
Our gates bcleagured by the foe. 
The gate of every sense. 
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MORKINa. 

4 And grant that to Thine honor, Lord, 
Our daily toil may tend : 
That we begin it at Thy word, 
And in Thy favor end. 

Unknoton. 1847. a. 
TV. Ambroae, d. 397. 

S4S 8. M. 

5 Thou on my bead ip wrlf jQii^)k,^^ W^Pr. 
And, though rebelHonii andperrerse meahWhile, 
Thou hast not left me, oft as I left Thee ; 

On to the close, Lord, abide with me ! 

6 I need Thy presence ©very passing hour: 

Vhat but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power ? 
'^o like Thyself my guide and stay can be? 
How many are the perils 
y Through which I have to go. 

Lover of men, hear my call, 
'■y And guard and save me from them all ! 

] John Mason Neale, 1862. a. 

g I Tr, AnatoUus, ab» 450. 

SS Hinunter ist der Sonne Schein, L, Jkl, 

1 Now that the sun's last beam of light 
Is gone, the world is wrapt in night ; 
Christ ! light us with Thy heavenly ray, 
Nor let our feet in darkness stray. 

2 Thanks, Lord, that Thou throughout the day 
Hast kept all grief and harm away; 



549 aM. 

1 Lord, for the mercies of this night 
My humble thanks I pay, 
And unto Thee I dedicate 
The first fruits of the day. 
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SYENIKa. 



1 The day is past and over : 

All thanks, Lord, to Thee ! 
I pray Thee now, that sinless 

The hours of fkbric may be. v-i^^t*-^- 
Cy Jesus, keep me in Thy sight, 
And save me through the coming night ! 

2 The toils of day are over : 

I lift my heart to Thee : 
And ask that free from peril , . . 

The hours of ckwk may be. 'v^^/Ux 
Jesus, make their darkness light, 
And guard me through the coming night ! 

3 Be Thou my soul's Preserver, 

God ! for Thou dost know 
How many are the perils 

Throngh which I have to go. 
Lover of men, hear my call, 
And guard and save me from them all ! 

John Mason Neale, 1862. a. 
Tr. Anatolius, ah, 450. 

S5S Hinunter ist der Sonne Schein, L, JME, 

1 Now that the sun's last beam of light 
Is gone, the world is wrapt in night j 
Christ ! light us with Thy heavenly ray, 
Kor let our feet in darkness stray. 

2 Thanks, Lord, that Thou throughout the day 
Hast kept all grief and harm away ; 

That angels tarried round about 
Our coming in and going out. 

3 Whatever of wrong we've done or said, 
Let not the charge on us be laid; 

That through Thy free forgiveness blest, 
In peaceful slumber we may rest. 

891 
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Frances Elizabeth Vox 
Tr, NicholaH I/ermant 
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1 All praise to Thee, my God, thi 
For all the blessings of the light 
Keep me, keep me, King of kii 
Beneath Thine own Almighty wi 

2 Forgive me, Lord, for Thy dear 
The ill that I this day have don 
That with the world, myself, an 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

3 Teach me to lire, that I may di 
The grave as little as my bed; 
To die, that this vile body may 
Rise glorious at the awful day. 

4 may my soul on Thee repose 
And may sweet sleep mine eyel 
Sleep, that may mo more vigoi 
To serve my God when I awali 




ETEimra. 

/ Ss. 

1 Inspirer and Hearer of prayer, 

Thou Shepherd and Guardian of ThiaOi 
My all to Thy covenant care 
I, sleeping or waking, resign. 

2 If Thou art my Shield and my Sun, 

The night is no darkness to me ; 
And fast as my minutes roll on. 
They bring me but nearer to Thee. 

3 A sovereign Protector I have, 

Unseen, yet forever at hand; 
Unchangeably faithful to save. 
Almighty to rule and command. 

4 His smiles and His comforts abound. 

His grace, as the dew, shall descend; 
And walls of salvation surround 
The soul He delights to defend. 

Augustus M, Toplady. 1776. a. 

55S 8, 7, 7. 

1 Through the day Thy Love has spared us, 

Now we lay us down to rest ; 
Through the silent watches guard us, 

Let no foe our peace molest : 
Jesus, Thou our Guardian be ; 
Sweet it is to trust in Thee. 

2 Pilgrims here on earth, and strangers, 

Dwelling in the midst of foes. 
Us and ours preserve from dangers : 

In Thine arms may we repose ; 
And when life's sad day is past, 
Rest with Thee in heaven at last. 

Thomat Kelljf, 1806. 
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CHILDREN. 

1 SnEPHERD of tender youth,. 
Guiding In lore and trntfa 
Through derioug ways ; 
Christ, our triumphant Kingy 
Wc como Thy Name to sing, 
And here our children bring. 
To join Thy praiss. 

3 Tbon art our holy Lord, 
All-8ul)duing Word, 

Healer of strife : 
Thou didst Thyself abase. 
That from sin's deep disgrace 
Then roightest save our race. 
And give us lifu. 

3 Bver be near our side, 

Our Shepherd and our Guide, 

Our staff and song: 
Jesus, Thou Christ of God,. 
I^y Thine enduring Word, 
Lead us where Thou hast trod ; 

Make our faith strong. 

4 So now, and till we die, . ^ 
Sound we Thy praises high, ' " ' 

And joyful sing : 
Let all the holy throng 
Who to Thy Chnroh beloDg, ^ • 
Unite and swell the tong 

To Christ our King 1 

Unknown, 1855. a. 
From Clement of A2exaivdr 
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CmLDIWV. 

Palm Sunday, 7f 0» 

1 When, Ilia salvation bringing, 

To Zion Josus came. 
The children all stood singing 

Hosanna to His Xamc. 
Nor did their zeal ofifend Him, 

Bat as He rode along, 
He lot them still attend Him, 

And smiled to hear their song. 

2 And since tbo Lord retaineth 

His l(A-e for children still, 
Though now as King He reigneth 

On Zion's hearehly hill : * 
We'll flock ardtiild His banner, 

Who sits upon the- throne, 
And cry aloud, "Hosanna 

To Bavid'8 royal Son;" 

3 For should we fail proclaiming 

Our groat Redeemer's praise, 
The stones, our silence shaming, 

Mieht well hosanna raise.' 
But shAlI WjB only render 

The tribute 9f our words? 
Ko ! while Our heart? are tender, 

They, too, shall be the Lord's. 

J— King, 1830. 

[ 7s. 

Jesus, when a little Child, 

Taught «8 what we ought to be ; 

Holy, harmlcssi nndefiled. 
Was the Savior't infancy : 

All the Father's glory shone 

In the person of His Son. 
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CHILOBBH. 

2 As in age and strength He grew. 

Heavenly wisdom filled His breast ; 
Crowds attentive round Him drew, 

Wondering at tlieir infant Guest ; 
Gaxed upon His lovely face, 
Saw Him full of truth and grace. 

3 In His heavenly Father's house, 

Jesus spent His early days ; 
There He paid His solemn vows. 

There proclaimed His Father's praise ; 
Thus it was His lot to gain^ 
Favor both with God and man. 

4 Father, guide our steps aright 

In the way that Jesus trod ; 
May it be our great delight 

To obey Thy will, God I 
Then to us shall soon be given 
Endless bliss with Christ in heaven. 

Unknown, 1845. 

562 JL. M. 

1 HOLT Lord, content to dwell 

In a pdor home, a lowly Child, 
With meek obedience noting well 
Each bidding of Thy mother mild; 

2 Lead every child that bears Thy name 

To walk in Thy pure upright way. 
To shun the paths of sin and shame, 
And humbly, like Thyself, obey. 

3 Let not this world's unhallowed glow 

The fresh baptismal seal effacei, 
Nor blast of sin too rudely blow. 
And quench the trcmnling flame of grace. 

4 Gather Thy lambs within Thine arm. 

And gently in Thy bosom bear ; 
Protect them still from hurt and harm. 
And bid them rest forever there. 
396 



CRILDREV. 
i 

. 5 So shall they, waiting here below, 

Like Thee, their Lord, a little span. 
In wisdom and in stature grow, 
And favor both with God and man. 

William WaUham How, 1860. a. 

SOS C. M. 

1 Thou, whose infant feet were found 

Within Thy Father's shrine. 
Whose years, with changeless virtue crowned, 
Were all alike divine ; 

2 Dependent on Thy bounteous breath. 

We seek Thy grace alone, 
In childhood, manhood, age, and death. 
To keep us still Thine own ! 

Reginald Heher. 1827. 

Se4: 7s. 

1 Lamb of God, I look to Thee j 
Thou shalt my Example be ; 
Thou art gentle, meek, and mild, 
Thou wast onoe a little Child. 

2 Fain I would be as Thou art ; 
Give me Thy obedient heart. 
Thou art pitiful and kind; 
Let me have Thy loving mind* 

3 Loving Jesus, gentle Lamb, 
In Thy gracious hands I am. 
Make me, Savior, what Thou art, 
Live Thyself within my heart. 

4 I shall then show forth Thy praise, 
Serve Thee all my happy days : 
Then the world shall always see 
Christ, the holy Child, in me. 

C. WeBl^. 1742. 
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CHILDREN. 
k 

i>GiJ Weil ich Jesu Schaflein bin, 7K 

1 Seeing I am Jesua' lamb. 
Ever glad at lieart I am 

O'er my Shepherd kind and good, 
Who provides mo daily food, 
And His lamb by name doth call, 
For Ho knows and loves us all. 

2 Guided by His gentle staff 
Where the sunny pastures laugli, 
I go in and out and feed, 
Lacking nothing that I need. 
When I thirst, my feet He brings 
To the fresh and living springs. 

3 Shall I not rejoice ior this ? 
He is mine, and I am His : 

And wben these bright days are past, 
Safely in His arms at last 
Ho will bear mo home to heaven ; 
Ah, what joy hath Jesus given ! 

Mi88 Winkworth. 1858. 

Tr, Louise Henriette von ffayn, 1778. 

1 Savior, who Thy flock art feeding 

With the Shepherd's kindest care. 
All the feeble gently leading, 
While the lambs Thy bosom share; 

2 Now, these little ones receiving, 

Fold them in Thy gracious arm*; 
There, we know. Thy Word believing. 
Only thcro, secure from harm. 

3 Never, from Thy pasture roving. 

Let them \)e the WoVa ^wy ; 
Let Thy tendetnesB, bo \oV\w^, 
Keep them throu^^i \\\:«? ^ v\»ai^xwa-w:\. 

398 




1 Th«i siibin TUy fold ot 



C. M. 



IVATE DEVOTION. 

the norld, Lurd, I flee, 
.life and tumult tur; 
IBB where Satan vagcs still 
St EUuei^Bful war. 
ntrcut, the Bilent sbaflo, 



3 There, if Thy Ppirit toaph the icral. 

And grMv her tueon ftbode, 
O with what pcoso, and Joj, and love. 
She DOmmuncs with hur Qod! 

4 There, like the Di;;htlngalo, she poun 

Nor aaki a witness ot her song, 
Hvr thirsts fur huDian praise. 

Sweet Source of light divine. 
And. all harmoaious names in odo, 

M; Savior,— Tboa art mine 1 
6 What thanks I swe Thee, and what love, 

A boundless, pndless store. 
Shall eubo tlirouj;!! tbe realins ahora 

Whoa time shall bs ao nu>i«V 



From every cnmbering o«re, 
And apend th« hours of Kttiag dtj 

Id huable, grateful pruf er. 
2 1 lore in aolkuds to sbiid 

The penitential tcftr, 
And aUHia pioinliea to pleul 

Where none but God oan hear. 



4 I lore by faith to tabs a view 

or brighter iccnei in besven; 

The nrorpect doth mj atreogth cei 

Wfiilo hero hj tompeats driren. 

5 Thua when life's toilsome day U o' 

May ita departing ray 
Be calm lu this impresaivo hour, 
And lend to ecdlesa day. 

Phabi B. Brat 

mo 

I Don. 



1 Ib not Thy Name melodioiu atill 

Doth not each pulse with pleaanre hi 
My SftTior's voice to hear? 
3 Host Thoa a lamb In all Thy flock, 
I would disdain to feed ? 

Baat Tbon a fue, hefore who;e face 
I fe>r Thy eMtae to plead? 



panrATX ©etotiow. 

4 Thou know'st I love Thee, dearest Lord ; 
But 0, I long to soar 
Far from the sphere of mortal joys. 
That I may love Thee more. 

Doddridge, 1755. a. 

570 0, 4. 

1 Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 
E'en though it be a cross 

That raiseth me ; 
Still all my song shall be. 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee I 

2 Though, like the wanderer. 

The sun gone down. 
Darkness be over me, 

My rest a stone. 
Yet in my dreams I'd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee I 

3 There let my way appear 

Steps unto heaven ; 
All that Thou sendest me 

In meroy given ; 
Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 

4 Then with my waking thoughts 

Bright with Thy praise. 
Out of my stony griefs 

Bethel I'U raise ; 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 

401 



PBXTATB DXTOVOSr. 

5 Or if on joyful wing > ■ 

Cleaving the sky, 
Son, moon, and stars forgof. 

Upwards I fly ; . 
^till all my &ong shall be> 
Nearer, my God, to Theo, 

Nearer to Thee ! 

Sarah Flower Adams* 1S4S. 

S7J- I^ Sickness. C. itf 

1 When languor and disease invado 

This trembling house of olay, 
'Tis swoot to look beyond my pauis. 
And long to fly away. 

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend 

The whispers of His Lore : 
Sweet to look upward, to the place 
Where Jesus pleads above. 

3 Swoet to look back, and see my namo 

In life's fair book sot down ; 
Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal joys my own. 

4 Sweet to reflect how grace divine . 

My sins on Jesus laid; 
Sweet to remember that His BTood 
My debt of suffering paid. 

5 Sweet in His Righteousness to stand. 

Which saves from second death ^ . 
Sweet to experience, day by day, 
His Spirit's quickening breath. 

6 Sweet on His faithfulness to rest. 

Whose Love can never end; 
Sweet on His covenant of grooe 
JFor all things to depan^ 
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IV SICKNESS A>rD AOB. 

7 Sweet, in the confidence of faith. 

To trust His firm decrees ; 
Sweet to lie passiTe in His hands, 
And know no will but His. 

8 If such the sweetness of the streams, 

What must th« Fountain be, 
"Where saints and angels draw their bliss 
Immediately from Thee ! 

Auguatua M, Toplady. 1777. a. 

2 For the Aged. C P.M. 

1 With years opprest, with sorrow worn, 
Dejeotied, harassed, sick, forlorn, 

To Thee, God,' I pray : 
To Thee my withered hands arise, 
To Thee I lift these failing eyes ; 

cast me not away ! 

2 Thy mercy heard my infant prayer : 
Thy Love, with all a mother's care, 

Sustained my childish days : 
Thy goodness watched ray ripening youth, 
And formed my heart to love Thy truth, 

And filled my lips with praise. 

3 Savior, has Thy grace declined ? 
Can years affect the eternal Mind, 

Or time its Love decay ? 
A thousand ages in Thy sight, 
And all their long and weary flight, 

Are: gone like yesterday. 

4 Then, even in age and grief. Thy Name 
Shall still my languid heart inflame, 

And bow my faltering knee : 
yet this bosom feels the fire ; 
This trembling hand and drooping lyre 

Have yet a steam lor T\kfc«i\ 



DEATH AND ETERNITY. 

5 Yee, broken, tuneless^ still, Lord, 
This voice, transported, shall record 

Thy goodness, tried so long ; 
Till, sinking slow with calm deoaj. 
Its feeble murmurs melt away 
Into a seraph's song. 

Sir Rohert QranU 1839, 



PREPARATION FOR DEATH. 

573 PSALM 90 C. M. 

1 Our God, our Help in ages past. 

Our Hope for years to oome ; 
Our Shelter from the stormy blast. 
And our eternal Home ! 

2 Under the shadow of Thy throne 

Thy saints have dwelt secure j 
Sufficient is Thine arm alone, 
And our defence is sure. 

S Before the hills in order stood, 
Or earth received her frame, 
From everlasting Thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 

4 Thy word commands our flesh to dust: 

" Return, ye sons of men j" 
All nations rose from earth at first. 
And turn to earth again. 

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream. 

Bears all its sons away ; 
They fly forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day. 

6 Like flowery fields the nations stand. 

Pleased with the morning light : 
The flowers \>ciiea.t\i \\v^ xao^^r ti b.«iid 
Lie witlierlng ew *t\a u^tgoX. 
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/ PBEPABATION FOB DEATn. 

7 Our God, onr Help in ages past, 
Our Hope for years to come. 
Be Thou our Guard while troubles last, 
And our eternal Home ! 

WaUt, 1719. 

1 Thee we adore, Eternal Nome, 

And humbly own to Thee, 

How feeble is our mortal frame. 

What dying worms are we ! 

2 Our wasting lives grow shorter still. 

As days and months increase ; 
And every beating pulse we tell 
Leaves but the number less. 

3 The year rolls round, and steals away 

The breath that first it gave : "^ 
Whate'er we do, where'er we be, 
We're travelling to the grave. 

4 Dangers stand thick through all the ground, 

To push us to the tomb ; 
And fierce diseases wait around, 
To hurry mortals home. 

5 Great God ! on what a slender thread 

Hang everlasting things ! 
The eternal states of all the dead 
Upon life's feeble strings. 

6 Infinite joy or endless woe 

Attends on every breath ; 
And yet how unconcerned we go 
Upon the brink of death ! 

7 Waken, Lord, our drowsy sense. 

To walk this dangerous road ; 

And if pur souls are hurried hence. 

May they be found with God. 



DSATa.4af» BTBBiriTT. 

578 (haVi Ht^-.iitwrore pultaa, Sf7 

1 TfHAT tevroT in.thyt forethought, 

Endingpacone of mortal life! 
Heart is siokoAedi roifna-are loosened. 

Thrills each. nei;vey with terror rife, 
When the anxvuu9,^aa#7t-,(MpiGteth 

All the angiiifljl^ of the 9tvifB ! 

4 

2 Christ, uneonrquered Htti^ of glory ! 

Thou my wtdtcftbd^oul'rblioye 
In that last extfraoest ten*or" 

Where the body sheTmi^f T*»ve : 
Lot the Accuser t)f tho'.bretiitcA' 

O'er me then nd'^power receive ! 

3 Lot the Prince of darkness vanish. 

And Gehenna's lagfieniiflyf ' ' 
Shepherd, Thou Thy -sheep, thus ransomed, 

To Thy country lead on high. 
Where forever in fruition 
I may see Thee eye to eye ! 

John Maeon Nealtm 1851* 
Tr, Peter Damian. d. 10Z2. 

579 L. M. 6 

Mein Gofty ieh weiss wohl das ich sterbe, 

1 Mr God, I know that I must die : 

My mortal life is passing hence j*^ 
On earth I neither hope nor try 

To find a lasting residence. 
Then teach me by Thy heavenly grace 
With Joy and peace my death to face. 

2 MyGod, I know not tchen I die; 

What is the moment or the hour; 
How soon the clay may broken lie, 

How quickly pass away the flower : 
Then may Thy child prepared be 
Through time to m^iet fe\ATtiVl^. 
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pinpARAnoir ros bsath. 

.]fj God, I know not hoto I die ; 
^For death has many ways to oome. 
In dark mysterious agony, 

Or gently as a sleep to some. 
Just as Thon wilt, if but it be 
To bring me, blessed Lord, to Thee ! 

My God, I know not iohere I die, 
Where is my grave, beneath what itrtAd ; 

Tet from its gloom I do rely 
To be delivered by Thy hand. 

Content, I take what spot is mine, 

Since all the earth, my Lord, is Thine. 

My gracious God, when I must die, 

bear my happy soul above, 
With Christ, my Lord, eternally 

To share Thy glory and Thy Love : 
Then comes it right and well to me. 
When, where, and how my death shall be; 

H, L. L. 1853. a. 

Tr. Benjamin Schmolh. d. 1737. 

)0 L. M. 6 L 

Zeh weiss es wird mein Ende kommen, 

1 I KNOW my end must surely come, 

But know not when, or where, or how. 
It may be I shall hear my doom 

To-night, to-morrow, nay, or now; 
Ere yet this present hour is fled, 
This living body may be dead. 

2 Lord Jesus, let me daily die, 

And at the last Thy presence give ; 
Then Death his utmost power may isyy 

He can but make me truly live. 
Then welcome my last hour shall -be, 
When, where, and how it pleases Thee. 
Mi»» Winhwwrih. 1858. 
Tr. £[olonu>H FroaMiVt* 'STIW. 
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I>VJLTH AVB BTBBXITT. 

Wer wetsz wie nake mir mein Ende, 

1 Who knows how near my end may be? 

Time speeds away, and death comes on. 
How swiftly, ah, how suddenly, 

May death be hero, and life be gone ! 
My God, for Jesus* sake I pray 
Thy peace may bless my dying day. 

2 Teach me to ponder oft my end. 

And ere the hour of death appears, 
To cast my soul on Christ her Friend, 
Nor spare repentant cries and tears. 

3 And let me now so order all, 

That ever ready I may be 
To say with joy, whatever befall. 
Lord, do Thou as Thou wilt with me. 

A Father, cover all my sins 

With Jesus' merits, who alone 
The pardon that I covet wins. 
And makes His long-sought Rest my own. 

5 From Him can naught my soul divide,' 
Nor life ilor death can part us now : 
I lay my hand upon His side. 
And say, my Lord and Qod art Thou ! 

G In holy Baptism long ago 

I joined me to the living Vine. 
Thou lovest me in Him, I know. 
In Him Thou dost accept mo Thine. 

7 And I have eaten of His Flesh 

And druqk his Blood; nor can 1 1^ 
Forsaken now, nor doubt afresh, 
I am in Him and He in me. 

8 Then death may come or tarry yet; 

I know in Christ I perish not. 
He never will His own forget j 
410 Ho gives me robes without a spot. 



PREPARATIOIT ^Oli'DlBA'i^H. 

9 And thna I live in God at peace, 

And die without a thought of fear^ 
Content to take what God decrees, 

Fjor through His Son my faith is clear; 
His grace shall be in death my stay. 
And peace shall bless my dying day. 

Mi88 Winkworth. 1858. ' ' ■ 

TV. Emilia Juliana, Counte89 of. 
Schwarzhurg RudolatadL 1686. 

'82 Iambic 8, 7. 

Wenn mein Stundlein vorhanden iet, 

1 When my last hoar is close at hand, 

My last sad jonrney taken. 
Do T^pu, Lord Jesus ! by me stand, . 

Let me not be forsaken. 
Lord, my spirit I resign 
Into Thy loving hands divine; 

Tis safe within Thy keeping. 

2 Countless as sands upon the shore, 

My sins may then appall me ; 
Yet, though my conscience vex me sore, 
- Despair shall not enthrall me : 
For as I draw my latest breath, 
I'll think, Lord Christ ! upon Thy Death, 

And there find consolation. 

3 I shall not in the grave remain, 

Since Thou death's bonds hast severed; 
Bat hope with Thee to rise again. 

From fear of death delivered. 
For where Thou art, there I shall be. 
That I may ever live with Thee : 

This is my joy in dying. 

4L And so to Jesus Christ HI go, 

My longing arms extehding ; 
' So fall asleep in slumber deep. 
Slumber tnat knows no ending, 
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PIJLTH AWB BTIBNITT. 

Till Jesai Chriit, God*B only Son, 
Openr the gates of bliss, leads on 
To Heaven, to life eternaL 

Eds^ Alfred B<naHng. 185-^ i 
2V. NickoUM Hermanns IftM. 

1 Whkn the last agony draws nigh, 

Hy spirit sinks in bitter fear : 
Courage ! I conquer though I die, 

For Christ with death once wrestled beta 
Thy strife, Christ, with death's dark powc 
Upholds me in this fearftil hoar. 

2 In faith I hide myself in Thee ; 

I shall not perish in the strife ; ' 
I share Thy war, Thy victory. 

And death is swallowed up of Life^ 
Thy strife, Christ, with death of jore 
Hath conquered, and I fear no more. 

maa Winkwortk. 1855 
From the Oerman, 

584 X.Jf.6 

JTerr Jesu Christ, wehr'r Mentch tmd €ML 

1 Lord Jesus Christ, true Man and Ood, 
Who borest anguish, scorn, the rod| 
And diedst at last upon the Tree, 

To brinff Thy Father's grace to me: 
I pray Thee, through that bitter irofl^ 
Let me, a sinner, mercy know. 

2 When comes the hour of failing breath. 
And I must wrestle. Lord, with deathi 
When from my sight all fades away, 
And when my lAu^ue no more oaa say. 
And w^en mVn^ «.«.t« tvq \u»\« ««^Smix> 
And wYien m^ \i^w\. \% Tw2aftftL-f^»^VML^ 
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PXtSPARATtOX ydR 1>BATfe[. 

3 When all my mind is darkened o'ety 
And human help can do no nrore ; 

Then oome, Lord Jesus ! come with speed> 
And help me in my hour of need ; 
Lead me from this dark rale beneath. 
And shorten then the pangs of death. 

4 Joyful my Resurrection be. 

Thou in the Judgment plead for me, 
And hide my sins, Lora, from Thy fiioQ, 
And give me Life, of Thy dear grace ! 
I trust Thee utterly, my Lord, 
For Thou hast promised in Thy Word ! 

5 Bear Lord, forgiye us all our guilt ; 
Help us to wait until Thou wilt 
That we depart; and let our faith 

"Be brave, and conquer even in death ; 
Firm resting on Thy saored Word, 
Until we sleep in Thee, enr Lord. 

Min ITfnJhoorfA. 1855. 
Tr.PaulMer, 1557. 

In necpr proipect of IhfUk. 
S8S Mein Chtt, in Deine Semch* (X J^. 

1 Mt Qrodf to Thee I now commend 

My soul; for Thou^ .0 Lord, 
Dost Uve and love me without en^, 
And wilt perform Tli^ word. 

2 To whom else should I make my plea, 

That heayeifly life be mine 7 
All souls, w God, belong to* Thee ^ 
Hy soul is also Thine. 

3 Thou gayest my spirit at ny bitth; 

Take back what Thou hast given ; 
JUid with the Lord I served on earth 
Grant me te lire in heaven. 
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JMbATH AND STSBITITT. 

4 My soul is sprinkled with the Blood 

Thy Son hath shed for us, 
And in Thy sight is pure and good. 
Adorned and radiant thus. 

5 Thou my Deliverer wast of yore ; 

From sin Thou madest me free : 
Now, faithful God, do Thou once more . 
In death deliver me. 

6 Thou livest and lovest without end. 

And dost perform Thy word : 

My parting soul I now commend 

To Thee, my God and Lord ! 

Misa WinJaeorth, 1855. i 

Tr. Philip Frederic HUler. 1765. 

586 Hare Gott, ich rufzu £Hr. JL. M. 6 h 

1 Lord my God, I cry to Thee ! 
In my distress Thou helpest me. 
To Thee myself I all commend : 
swiftly now Thine angel send 

To guide me home, and cheer my heart. 
Since Thou dost call me to depart ! 

2 Jesus Christ, Thou Lamh of God, 
Once slain to take away our load! 
Now let Thy Cross, Thine agony, 
Avail to save and solace me : 

Thy Death to open heaven, and there 
Bid me the joy of angels share. 

3 Holy Spirit, at the end. 

Sweet Comforter, be Thou my Friend ! 
When death and hell assail me sore, 
Leave me, leave me nevermore. 
But bear me safely through the strife. 
As Thou hast promised, into Life I 

MU» Winhworih, 1858. 
3V. Nicliolat SelTv««k«rA&St« 
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BVBIAIi. 

BURIAL. 

i^87 €. M. 

1 Beneath onr feet and o'er our head 

Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead, . 
Above us is the heaven. 

2 Their names^re graven on the stone. 

Their bones are in the clay; 
And ere another day is done 
Ourselves may be as they. 

3 Death rides on every passing breeze, 

lie lurks in every flower ; 
Each season has its own disease. 
Its peril ever hour. 

4 Our eyes have seen the rosy light , . 

Of youth's soft cheek decay, 
And fate descend in sudden night 
On manhood's middle day. 

5 Our eyes have seen the steps of age 

Halt feebly towards the tomb ,• 
And still shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come ? 

6 Turn, mortal, turn ! thy danger know; 

Where'er thy foot can tread, 
The earth rings hollow from below. 
And warns thee of her dead. 

7 Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply 

To truths divinely given j 
The bones that underneath thee lie 
Shall live for hell or heaven. 

Reginald Heher, 1827. 

rpss lis. 

1 Things of the earth in the earth let m lay, 
Ashes with ashes, the dust with the olayt 
But lift up the heart, vnd. \.Vkft «^*v^'^^^'^^'^'^^> 
Litt up the soul to the le^Yow^ «XiQ^^\ j^ 



DEATH AJn VTfeBHITT. 

2 Since He, the Immortal, bath entered tlie gatey 
So too shall we mortals, or sooner or late. 
Stand we on Christ : let us mark Him aioeiid, 
Whose is the glory and life without end. 

3 There with His own ones, the Giver of good, 
Blessing them onee more, a little while stood: 
Nothing oan part us, nor dis^noe, nor foes. 
For lo ! He is with us, and wno ean oppose ? 

4 So, Lord, we commit this our brother to Thee, 
Whose body is dead, but whose spirit is free: 
We know that, through grace, when our life here 

is done. 
We live erer in Thee, and forerer in one. 

5 All glory to Thee, Father, Spirit, and Son, 
Who Three art in person, in substance but One, 
In Whom we have victory over the grave, 
Who lovest Thy people to pardon and wve. 

John Mason Neale, 1864. a. 
From the Greek, 

If 89 Ackf wU 90 tanft entsehlafui du, C^ M» 

1 At length released from many woes. 

How sweetly dost thou sleep 1 
How calm and peaceful thy repose^ 
While Christ thy soul doth keep} 

2 In earth's wide field thy body now 

We sow, whieh lifeless lies. 
In sure and certain hope that tbo« ' 
More glorious shalt arise. 
• • < 

3 Then rest thee in thy lowly bed, 

Kor shall our hearts repine. . . 
Thv toils and woes are finished: . 
A hwpy lot is thine. 
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SCBIAL. 

4 The Bridegroom will not long delsj; 

The Shepherd soon will come. 
And take His cherished lamb awaj 
To His eternal home. 

5 Blest; who haye Jesus' lore esteemed 

O'er every earthly thing ; 
For none of all His floek Redeemed 
Will Jesns fail to bring. 

Ftnntt^ Mixabeth Oosr. 1S41. «. 

Tr. O0»/ri9d N0uiMnm, 1778. 

JL.M. 

AsLKEP in Jettts t bleflsed sleep. 
From whieh none ever wakes to weef>: 
A calm and imdistQrbed repose. 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 

Asleep in Jesns ! liow sweet 

To be for snoh a slumbw meet ; 

With holy eonfidence to sing 

That Death has lost his yenomed sting! 

Asleep in Jesus ! peaoefnl rest. 
Whose waking is supremely blest : 
No fear, no woe, shidll dim that hour 
That i&anifests the Savior's power. 

Asleep in JeSuS ! 0, for me 

May such a blissfnl refuge l>e : 

Securely shall my itshes lle> 

And wait the summons from «n higb. 

Asleep in Jesus ! time nor space 
Affects this precious hiding-place : 
On- Indian plains or Lapland snows 
BelicTers jind tike sMne re|>ose. ■ 

Asleep in Jesus ! far iVem thee 
Thy kindred and their graves mny be; 
But thine is stm a blesi^ sleep. 
From whioh none ever wakes to weep. 

Mr9» Mackay. 1835. 
41t. 
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DEATH AJrD XTBRNITT. 

591 C* * 

1 Wht do wo mourn departing friends, 

Or shake at death's alarms ? 
'Tis but the voice that Jesus sends 
To call them to His arms. 

2 Are we not tending upward too 

As fast as time can move ? 
Nor should we wish the hours more slow, 
To keep us from our lore. 

3 Why should we tremble to convey 

Their bodies to the tomb ? 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay. 
There hopes unfading bloom. 

4 The graves of all Ilis saints He blessed, 

And softened every bed : 
"VThere should the dying members rest, 
But with their dying Head? 

5 Thonce He arose, ascending high. 

And showed our feet the way ; 
Up to the Lord our flesh shall fly 
At the great rising-day. 

6 Then let the last loud trumpet soiind. 

And bid our kindred rise ; 
Awake, ye nations under ground; 
Ye saints, ascend the skies. 

Watit. 1709. a 

592 €» P. J 

1 If death our friends and us divide. 
Thou dost not, Lord, our sorrow Qlud% 

Or frown our tears to see; 
Restrained ixom ^%a%vonate exoeaa, 
Thou bVAd* at, ua mftura. Vb. t^j^sn ^tiocMg^. 
For them «[iaX ^'^^^ Va'^^^** 
.41$ 



BUBIAIm 

V^ We feel a strong immortal hope, % • ', 

Which bears our mournful spirits up 

Beneath their mountain load; 
Kedeemed from death, and grief, and pain, 
We soon shall find our friend again 

Within the arms of God. 

3 Pass a few fleeting moments more, 
And death the blessing shall restore 
Which death has snatched awaj; 
For us Thou wilt the summons send, 
And give us back our parted friend, 
In that eternal daj. 

C, Wesleff. 1762. a. 

;03 7s. 

1 Hark! a voice divides the skyj 

Happy are the faithful dead. 
In the Lord who sweetly diej 
They from all their toils are freed. 

2 Them the Spirit hath declared 

Blest, unutterably blest; 
Jesus is their great Reward, 
Jesus is their endless Rest. 

3 Followed by their works, they go 

Where their Head had gone before ; 
Reconciled by grace below, 

Grace hath opened mercy's door. 

4 Justified through faith alone. 

Here they knew their sins forgiven ; 
Here they laid their burden down. 
Hallowed and made meet for heaven. 

5 When from flesh the spirit freed 

Hastens homeward to return. 
Mortals cry, "A man is dead!" 
Angels sing, "A child is bom I" 



divert UB w" _.j^ ^ord, 

* "^ ilgW?"'^ °*„ are at rest. 

" Gtiet a,nd •°»'*^, * ^e is TU», . 

Peart o/"^*?;^-,,^ 

*^ He to paradise 18 ^^ 
^ '*^*'' C^ui^o me. 

^ ^ God recalls tbe P 

.From ^y^^ V\\\^ v*f ^ ' 

Happy ^^ 
430 



Faith ories outy It is the Lord, 
Let Him do as seems Him good! 

Be Thy holy Name adored; 
Take the gift awhile bestowed: 

Take the child no longer mine; 

Thine he is, forever Thine. 

a WeeUff, 1749. 

Chit^ JSirty Du hast geBtilUL 7^ S^ 7* 

Gbntlb Shepherd, Thoa hast stilled 
Now Thy little limb's long weeping i 

Ah how peaceful/ ip^le, and mild, 
In its narrow bed'^'^tis sleeping ! 

And no sigh of angiiusl^ sore 

Heayes that little bdsom more. 

In this world of car^ijmd pain, 
Lord, Thou wouldslvo longer leave it : 

To the sunny heavenly plain 
Dost Thou now in joy receive it. 

Clothed in robes of spotless white, 

Now it dwells with Thee in light. 

Ah, Lord Jesus, grant that we 

Where it lives may soon be living, 
And the lovely pastures see 

That its heavenly food are giving. 
Then the eain of death we'll prove, 
Though Thou take what most we love. 

Mu9 Winkworihi 1858. 
Tr, Meinhold* 



BXSURRECTION. 

►7 S. M. 

1 And must this -body die. 
This mortal frame decay? 
And must these aotive limbs of mvbA 
Lie mouldwVii^ Vdl >iXi^ «S^l\ 



DEATH A»l> STERBTITT. 

2 Corruption, earth, and worms, 
Shall Dut refine this flesh. 

Till my triumphant spirit oomes 
To put it on afresh. 

3 God my Redeemer lives, 
And often from the skies 

Looks down and watches all my dus^ 
Till He shall bid it rise. 

4 Arrayed in glorious grace * 
Shall these vile bodies shine. 

And every shape, and every face. 
Look heavenly and divine. 

5 These lively hopes we owe 
To Jesus' dying Love : 

We would adore His grace below. 
And sing His power above. 

G Bear Lord, accept the praise 
Of those our humble songs, 
Till tunes of nobler sound we raise 
With our immortal tongues. 

Wait9, 1709. 

598 a M 

1 Through sorrow's night and danger's path. 

Amid the deepening gloom. 

We soldiers of an injured King 

Are marching to the tomb. 

2 There, when the turmoil is no more. 

And all our powers decay. 
Our cold remains in solitude 
Shall sleep the years away. 

3 Our labors dome, securely laid 

In this our last retreat, 
IJjilieeded o'er our silent dust 
The storms of life s\ia\i\ie«\» 

4$2 



BEBURBBOTIOF^ 



. 4 Xtt not thus thus lifeless, thus inane, . ' 
The vital spark shall lie, 
For o'er life's wreck that spark shall rise 
To seek its kindred sky. 

5 These ashes too, this little dnst, 

Our Father's care shall keep, 
Till the last angel rise, and break 
The long and dreary sleep. 

6 Then love's soft dew o'er every eye 

Shall shed its mildest rays. 
And the long silent dust shall burst 
With shouts of endless praise. 

JEtenry Kirhe White. 1806. 

599 • H.M. 

1 My life's a shade, my days 

Apace to death decline : 
My Lord is Life j He'll raise 
My dust again, even mine. 
Sweet truth, to me ! i And with these eyes 
I shall arise, | My Savior see. 

2 My peaceful grave shall keep 

My bones till that sweet day; 
r shall awake from sleep ' ' 

And leave my bed of olay. 



Sweet truth to me ! 
I shall arise. 



And with these' eyes 
My Savior' see. 



3 Then )^eloome, harmless grave ! 
By thee to heaven I'll go : 
My Savior's Death shall save 
Me from the flames below. 



Sweet truth to me ! 
I shall arise, 



And with these eyes 
My Savior see. 

Samuel CVossmaxw, \^^* ^x. 
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DXJLTH m BnBBHITT. 

600 PSALM 17. ' .' i Xi. Jf 

1 What sinners value I resign ; •:*/ 
Lord, 'tis enough tliftt Tim «rt milMl 
I: shall behold Thy blisifid fftce,- 
And stand complete in. righteongnam. 

2 This life's a dream, aa «m»tj show;' 
But the bright world to wnieh I ga 
Hath Joys substantial and sincere : 
When shall I wake and find me there ? 

3 fflorious hour ! blest abode I ,. . ' 
I snail be near and like my Gk>d ; ' 
And flesh and sin no more control . 
The sacred pleasures of the soul. 

4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground, 
Till the last tpimpet's joyful sound ; 
Then burst the chains with sw^t.j^prpriM^ 
And in my Savior's imag^ nsio^ 

WatU. 1719. 

601 C.3I 

1 'Tis sweet to rest in lively faciei. '' 

That when my change shall tsome. 
Angels will hover round my b«d| - • 
And waft my spirit home. 

2 There shall my disimprison^ mbI' 

Behold Him and adore ; ' ' 
Be with His likeness satisfied, - ■ ' '- 
And grieve and sin no more. ' 

3 Shall see Him wear that verv fleih 

On which my guilt was lain ; 
His Love intense, His merit fresh. 
As though but newjy slainl 

4 Soon too my slumbering duftrvhsdl hmt 

The trumpet's quickening sound; 
And, by my 8av\0T'« ^ower rebuilt, 
At His r\g;U \iaji^ \» l^ixaA, 
4S^ 
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5 These eyes shall see Him in that day, 

The Lord that died for me : 
. And all m j rising bones shall say, 
.Lord, who is like to Theel 

6 If snoh the views which grace unfolds, 

Weak as it is below, 
What raptures must the Church abore 
In Jesus' presenoe know ! 

Atiguttua M. Toplady, 1777. a. 

2 7s. 

1 " Spirit, leave thy house of clay : 

Lingering dust, resign thy breath ! 
Spirit, cast thy chains away ; 

Dust, be thou dissolved in death 1" 
Thus the mighty Savior speaks. 

While the faithful Christian dies ; 
Thus the bonds of life he breaks. 

And the ransomed captive flies. 

2 " Prisoner, long detained below, 

Prisoner, now with freedom blest; 
Welcome from a world of woe, 

Weleome to a land of rest !" 
Thus the choir of angels sing. 

As they bear the soul on high. 
While with halleligahs ring 

All the regions of the sky. 

3 Grave, the guardian of our dust. 

Grave, the treasury of the skies. 
Every atom of thy trust 

Bests in hope again to rise. 
Hark ! the judgment-trumpet calls, 

"Soul, rebuild thy house of clay; 
Immortality thy walls. 

And eternity thy day!" 

JamM Montgomery, 1803. a. 
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JUDO MI 

603 

1 The Lord will obme 1 tfti^ 
The hills their fixed eMt 
And witherin;^; from tht ' 
The stars withdraw their 

2 The Lord wiU.co.me ! tjj 
As onco in lowly form Hn 
A silont Lamb to slaught 
Tho bruised, the sufferikigj 

3 The Lord will. come! ibd 
With wreath of flaBM> wn 
On cherub wings, and wii 
Anointed Judge of hiua% 

4 Can this be Ho who wont 
A pilgrim on the world's 
By power opprest, and m< 
God, is This the-Gxtnlfl 

5 Go, tyrants, to the TOoikM \ 
Go, seek the mountain's c 
But faith, victorious «'^ 
Shall sing for.^oy, thfi L9 



60d 
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Lo ! He oome8,.wiUi olc 
Onco for favored siv 

Thousand thousand lai 
Swell the triumph 91 
HailelujaJir ' ' 
God appears on eartl 

2 Every eye shall ^oVI^ 
Robed \u dtfeBbdlKiV'Ta 
' Those "who act al iiw^i 
426 
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JUDG^TENT. 



Pierced and nailed Him to the tree, 

Deeply wailing, 
Shall the trae Messiah see. 

The dear tokens of His Paflsion 
Still his dassling Body bears; 

Canee of endless exaltation 
To His ransomed worshippers ; 

With what rapture 
Gaz^ we on these glorions soars ! 

Yea, Amen ! let all adore Thee, 

High on Thine eternal throne ! 
Sayior, take the power and glory, 
Claim the kingdom for Thine own I 

Come, Lord Jesus ! 
Everlasting God, come down ! 

C. WesUjf. IU8. 



a. 
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DEATH AND ETERNITY. 



of grace is past and gone ; 
ling they stand before tho throne> 
mprepared to meet Him. 

God, what do I see and hear.! 
end of things created ! 
Tudge of all men doth appear, 
elouds of glory seated : 
;ath His Cross I view th« dsy 
m heaven and earth sh»11 pass away, 
id thus prepare to meet Him. 
Partlu T| illia-m Beago Coliy* 



I 



Beago Ccllytr, 1SI2. 



A.T Day of wrath, that drcadfal Bay, 
en heaven and earth shall pass away, 
at power shall be the sinner's stay ? 
w shall he meet that dreadfnl Day ? 

lensh, ri veiling like a parehed seroU, 
) flaming heavens together roll ; 
en loader yet, and yet more dread, 
ells the high tmmp that wakes the dead : 

-d I on that Day, that wrathful Day, 
en man to judgment wakes from clay. 
Thou, Christ, the sinner's stay, 
>ugh heaven and earth shall pass away. 
air Walter SeoU. 1805. a. 

CM. 

IK angel comes, ho eomes to reap 
The harvest of the Lord ! 
er all the earth, with fatal sweep, 
Wide waves his flaming sword. 

nd who are they, in sheaves to hide 
The Are of vengeance bound ? 
le t»res, whose rank luxuriant pride 
CJboked the fair crop around. 
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juDGMEirr. 

3 And wbb are they, reserred in ttorv 

God'a treasur^house to fill? 
The wheat, a hundred fold tl^tt bor^. ■ 
Amid surrounding, ill. 

4 King of meroj ! grant ub pov«r 

Thy fiery wrath to flee 1 . 
In Thy destroying angel's honr, , 
gather ub to Thee! 

Henry Hart MUmmiL 16. 

14 Worthless are my prayers and sighing j 
Yet, good Lord, in grace complying, 
Rescue me from fires undying ! 

15 With Thy favored sheep, place me ! 
Nor amid the goats abase me : 

But to Thy right hand upraise me. 

16 While the wicked arc confounded, 
Doomed to flames of woo unbounded, • 
Call mo, with Thy saints aurrounded. 

17 Bowl my heart in meok submission, 
Strewn with ashes of contrition ; 
Succor Thou my lost condition ! 

18 Day of sorrows, Day of woeiplng, 
When, in dust no longer sleeping, 
Man awakes in Thy dread keeping ! 

19 To the Rest Thou didst prepare me. 
On Thy Gross, Christ, upbear me ! 
Spare, Qod, in mercy spare mo ! 

WiUinm JoBeph Iron9» 1853. o. 
JV. Thunuti de Celano, ab. 1250. 
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J17I>G]C£3IT. 

11 Jligfateous Judge of retribution^ ** 
Grant Thr gift of absolution. 
Ere that daj'ei dread ^^^ecutiyn. 

12 Guilty, now I pour my moaning, 
All my shame tt ith anguish owning ! 
Spare, God, Thy snppliaut, grooniag 

13 Thou the woman gavest remission, 
Heard'st the dying tiaef'a petition : 
Hopeless else were my condition. 

14 Worthless are my prayers and sighing 
Yet, good Lord, in grace complying, 
Resoue me from Arcs undying ! 

15 With Thy favored sheep, place me ! 
Nor amid the goats abase me : 

But to Thy right hand upraise me. 

16 While the wicked are confounded, . 
Doomed to flames of woo unbounded, 
Call me, with Thy saints surrounded. 

17 BowB my heart in meok submission. 
Strewn with ashes of contrition ; 
Succor Thou my lost condition ! 

18 Day of sorrows, Day of weeping. 
When, in dust no longer sleeping, 
Man awakes in Thy dread keeping ! 

19 To the Rest Thou didst prepare me, 
On Thy Gross, Christ, upbear me ! 
Spare, God, in mercy spare mo ! 

Willirtm Joseph Iront* 185S. ' 
JV. Thomat de Celano, ab. 1 



DEATH AKD >TB«5ITr. 

610 I 

1 Aim will the Judge deseend? 

And must the dead arise, - ' 

And not a single soul eeeape 
His an-discaning eyefi ? 

2 How will my heart endora 
The terrors of that day, 

When earth and heaven beJEbrv Hia fjMC 
Astonished shrink away? 

3 Bat ere that trumpet shakes 
The mansions of the dead. 

Hark, ft*om the Gospors gentle Totet , 
What joyful tidings spread ! 

4 Te sinners, seek His grace, 
Whose wrath ye cannot h^; 

Fly to the shelter of His Cross, 
And find salration there. 

& Bo shall that eurse remoTo, 

By which the Sayior blod ) ' 

And the last awful di^ shall pour 
His blessings on your head. 

611 €:-} 

1 When Thou, my righteous Judge, shali ( 
To call Thy ransomed people home^ 

Shall I among them stand? 
Shall such a worthless worm as I, . 
So sinftil and unfit to die, 

Be found at Thy right hand ? 

2 Blest Sarior, grant it by Thy graoa; 
Be Thou my soul's sure Hiding-plaoa^ 

In this my gracious day i 
Thy pardoning voice O let me hearj 
. To still my unbeUeviug t^ttit, 
IHOT let me fall awayl 
48t 



/V Ahhong Tby saints let me be found, \ -. .^' 

Whene'er tke »rchaAgel's tramp shAU'fonnd, 

To see Thy amiling £mmi ; 
Then loudest ot jthe. oroird. t'll sing, . ^ 
While heaven's reaaun,diAg maoflioBS.iing 

The riches of Th J grape. 

Selinay CowWesB nf JStnUimgdon, 1772. a. 

€12 /€f.M. 

1 When rising from the bed of death^ , . 
O'orwh^mM witli gbilt and fear, '.. 
I see my Makef iheb to fkoe^ 
tdW shall T api^iiar ! 

3 If yet, whiW.piurdop n^qj. h^iiWaA, \ 
And merc^ mqy be M>vghtf, » 

My heart i^ijth inward horror shritUui, - ' 
And trembles 1^ .^h^ tbougbt : 

3 When Thou, Lord, shi^ stand disclosed 

In majesty severe^ 
And sit in judgment on ray lonl^ . . v 
how shall I appear ! . 

4 But llidii hiist told the troubled mind, 

\« iWly> does her sins lament, , «• ,* 

The timely tribute of her tears 
' 8hai! endless Woe pivvekit. ' 

5 Then see the sterow s of n^ beart,: 

Ere yet it be too late; 
And hear my Savior's djiag grouka, 
To give those sorrows weight. 

6 For never shall 'my soul despair 

H^ pardoln to'prbcure. 
Who knows Thine otily ISon bab died ' 
To iftUce ber p&rdon fure. 

JosepK Add^\Aw^« VV'iS** 



DEATH AKD-STJUUflTT. 

013 8. M 

1 Thou Judge of quick and dead, - 
Before whose bar seFero, 

With holy joy or guilty dread 

We all shall soon appear; 

Our cautioned souls prepare 

For tha>t tremendous df^y, . 
And fill us now with watchful care, ^ 

And stir us up to pray : 

2 To. pray, and wait the hour. 
That awful hour unknown, ■ 

When, robed in majesty and power. 

Thou shalt from heaven como down, 

The immortal Son of Man, 

To judge the human race, 
With all Thy Father's datisling tnin> 

With all Thy glorious grace. 

3 To damp out earthly joy«, 

To increase our gracious feaWi,' 
Forever lot the archangcrs voice, 

Bo sounding in our cars 

The solemn midnight cry, 

" Ye dead, the Judge is -come : 
Arise, and meet Him in the sky, 

And meet your instant doom !" 

4 may wo all bo found 
Obedient to Thy word, 

Attentive to the trumpets sound, 

And looking for our Lord ! 

may we thus insure 

A lot among the blest; . 

And watch a moment to seoure 

An everlasting rest. C Wesley, 17 
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2 Tliere evtrrH^sHng 8priii|f sBides, 

And DAtdr-witlMriiA; itowerfr. 
Death, like a narrow «ea, 4lirlded 
ThiM heaTeoijr land from oiuRi; 

3 Sweet 6fiid«, l^yond tlie M^eHivg t#^od«.. 

Stand drtat ^ Ima^ l^l^een: ' 
So to the Jews oid'OMnaaQ «t(H>d, ' 
White JordflftivllAd between. 

^4 Bnt timoTOiM mortals «tart and shtink 
To eroM ihU nar^w^MSy , . 

And linger, fihiireriikg, jiik mt Ibrtn^ '^ 
And fear to launeh awa^«. 

i O eovld we maJce ««r.dott^i rcptorv- = • 
Tho«e glainmj d«abt6 ihat rim, ., . 

And view the Caipsaii that w«> lore 
Witii unheelonded eycii'! '; 

6 Coipild we iwt elimb w|^ Vof««. fltopdt': 
And view the laadaeajpe o^ecy 
Jfot Jordan's fitreaiai, nor death's eold itood, 
Shoald fHght ob uom the. «hoie. 

1 OiUordfkm'c fitermy h«nk9 l4itand. 
And oast a wishfnl ioj^e 
To Canaan's lair and luippj land, 



HEAVEN. 

675 CM. 

1 There is a land of pnre delight. 
Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night. 
And )3leasares banish paAiL. 
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DEATH Am^ XTEBinTT. 

2 that hope, how'bright, liov ^oriouB ! 
Tis His people's blest rewara ; 
In the Bayior'B Strength vietoriotis, 

They at length behold theit Lord: 
In His kingdom they shall rest. 
In His love be fally blest. 

Thomat KeUy, l\ 

619 & 

1 We know, by faith -we know, 
If this vile house of clay. 

This taberiHusle, sinit below 

In minotts decay; 

We have a House aboVie, 

Not made with mortal htod's ; ' 
And firm as our Redoemier'B Love 

That heavesiy fabric stands. 

2 It stands securely high, 
Indissolubly sure ; 

Our glorious mansion in the sky 

Sliall evermore endare. 

O may we ^nter there, 

To perfect heaven restored! 
may We be oanght up to shard ' 

The triumph of our Lord! 

3 Abseiit, alas ! from God, 
We in the body inourn, 

And pine to^uit this mean abode, 
And languish to return. 
Jesus, regard our vows, 
And ehang^ our fAith t6 niM j ' 

And clothe us with our nobler Htraso 
Of everlasting light I ■■ :^' 

4 let us put on l^es .. .... m; 

In porfSsct holiness, 

And rise prepate^^^ij i«A»\A ^^^^ 
438 Thy oright, \iixc\o\i!^«i^lM»\ 



HKAYEir. • ■ 

Thy grace with glory orown, 
Who hast the earneat given \ 
And then t;riamphantly!Qome diewB, 
AndtalLe us up to hea?enl i 

€20 CM. 

1 jERr^ALEir, my happy home^ 
', Kame ever dear to me I 

When shall m^ Jabors ^aye. an end 
In Joy, and peace, and thee f 

2 When shall thfise eyes thy beaven-bttUt walls 

And pearly gate# behold? . 
Thy bulwarks with salration strong, 
And streets x>£;ShiDing gold? 

3 when, then city of my €K)d, 

Shall I thy <coiirts ascend, 
Where evermore th^ angels sing, ■ 
Where sabbaths have no end? 

4 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom. 

Nor sin nor sorrow know : 
Blest seats ! through rude and stormy scenes 
I onward press to yoo. 

5 Why should I shrink from pain and woo, 

Or feel- at death dismay? ' 
I've Canaan's goodly land in view. 
And realms of endless day, 

6 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there 

Around my Savior stand ; 
And soon m^ friends in Christ below 
Will join th#. glorious band. •: 

7 Jerusalem, lay happy home! ' ' 

My soul still paoti for thee; ' ' 
Then shall my labors have an end. 
When I thy joys shall toe. 



DEATH AKp ETEB5ITT. 

021 . Sj\ 

1 He AH what God the Lord hsth spoken : 

mj people, faint and few, 
ConifortieBS, aftioted, broken, 

Fair abodee I baild for you. 
Thorns of heartfialt tribulation 

Shall no more perplex your waja: 
You shall name your walls salvation. 

And your gates shall all be praise. 

2 There, like streams that feed tlie gaMen, 

Pleasures without end shatl flow; 
For the Lord, your fiiith rewarding; ' 

All His bounty shall bestow. 
Still in undisturbed possession,' ' 

Peace and righteousness ishaU reign : 
Nevor shall you feel oppreaftionf 

Hear the voice of war again. 

3 Ye no more your suus descending, 

Waning moons no more shall see ; 
. Bat, your griefs forever endings \ /. 

Find eternal noon in. Me. 
Ch>d shall rise, and shining o'er yjou. 

Change to day the gloom of n^gh( :.. 
He, the Lord, shall be your GUory, 
God your everlasting Light., . 

W««wHk» oinof^. 1779. 

022 . ■ ' " 7 
1 Who are these in bright array. 

This innumerable throng. 
Round the altar night and. day 

Hymning one triumphant amg? 
<' Worthy is. the Lamb^ once slain, 

Blesaipg, honor, glory, pow^, • 
Wisdom, ridiies to- obtain. 

New domVnlou «^et^ \isws%f 
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2 T)iese through fiery trials trod; ^ 

Thedfe from- great affliption caift ; 
Now, before the throne of Gody 

Sealed with Hifl Almighty Nai66, ' 
Clad in radment pixre and white^ 

Yictor-palmg in every hand, 
Through their great Redeemer's might, 

More than cqnqtierors they sfond. 

3 Hanger, thirst, diabase vnknown^ . .. 

On imnitpttal fniJit? i^ey feed; 
Theo» the Lanih amidst tjke thronet 

Shall to U.T:ing founti^i^s lef^4: 
Joy and gladness banish sighs ; 

Peribot jiqye disjpeU^all fears; . 
Apd foVever.fcomiheir.eyQS . .-, 

God shall wipe away their jbears. 

James Montgomery, 1S19. a, 

928 ' 6,8,4. 

1 Ths goodly land I see, 

With peade aikd plenty blest : ' 
A land of eflored liberty, 
And endles^ rest. 
Therd milk alid boiMy flow, 
And oil mad ^ine abound. 
And trees of life forever grow, 
. ^~ With meroy crowned. 

2 There dwells thfe liord oui' King, 
The Lord our Righteotiniiess^ 

Trinmpbatit o^tir the world' and sin. - 

The Prlno^df PeMe; ' 

(hi Zlod's fluwed height^ 

His kingdetii'etitl maintaltisif' , 

And glorious, irtii His saints lA H^^ 

Forever *«l|jitt. ' 

23 ^M ^^ 



DEATH A3XD BTEBITITT. 

3 Me keeps Hie own secure ; 
He guards them by HU side ; 

Arrajs in garments white and pure 
His spotless Bride ; 
With streams of saored blissy 
With groves of liying joys, 
With all the fruits of panulise. 
He still supplies. 

4 Before the g^eat Three-One 
They all exulting stand, 

And tell the wonders He hath done 
Through all thoir land : 
The listening spheres attend, 
And swell the growing fame ; 
And sing, in songs which nerer end, 
The wondrous Namot 

Thomtu Oliver: 1772. 

624 Continued. O, 8, 4 

1 Thb God who reigns on high. 

The great archangels ting^ 
And " Holy, holy, holy," ory, 
"Almighty King I 
Who was and is the same^ 
And evermore shall be ; 
Jehovah, Father, great I AM, 
We worship Thee.* 



n 



2 Before the Savior's face 

The ransomed nations bow, 
O'erwhelmed at His almigh^ Cnun^ 
Forever new : 
Ho shows His prints of loYe ; 
They kindle to a flame, 
And sound, through all the wt>rldi abOTe, 
The slaugYvtet^^ liMs^. 

442 %^ - 



• The whole triumphant host 
Give thanks to God on highj 
"Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghosts 
They ever cry: 
Hail, Abraham's God, and mine I 
I join the heavenly layij 
All might and majesty are Thine, 
And endless praise. 

Thoma9 Olivers. 1772. 

To God the Father, Kon, 
And Spirit, One in Three, 
Be glory, as it was, is now. 
And shall forever be. 



c mr 



3 L.m 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
The God whom earth and heaven adore. 

Be glory, as it was of old. 
Is now, and shall be evermore. 



L.M. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; 
Praise Him, all oreatnres here below; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 



L.M.61. 

To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, Three in One, 
Be glory in the highest given. 
By all on earth, and all in heaven ; 
As was through ages heretofore, 
Ib now, and shall be evormoT^. 



DEATH AND ETERNITY. 

7 So when my latest breath 
Shall rend the Teil in twain. 

By death I shall escape from death. 
And Life eternal gain. 

8 Knowing as I am known. 
How shall I love that word. 

And oft repeat before the throne, 
" Forever with the Lord !" 

James Montgomery. 1853. 

Ana tell t&e wonders Ho hath done 
Through all thoir land : 
The listening spheres attend, 
And swell the growing fame ; 
And sing, in songs which never end, 
The wondrous Name. 

Thomas Olivers, 1772. 

624 Continued, O, 8, 4. 

1 Tns God who reigns on high. 
The great archangels sing, 

And "Holy, holy, holy," ory, 
** Almighty King ! 
Who was and is the same. 
And evermore shall be ; 
Jehovah, Father, great I ah. 
We worship Thee." 

2 Before the Savior's faoe 
The ransomed nations bow, 

O'erwhelmed at His almighty graoe. 
Forever new : 
He shows His prints of loYe ; 
They kindle to a flame, 
And Bound, through all the worlds above, 
The slaughtered Lamb. 
44S m. 



DOZOIiO^IKB. 

DOXOLOGIES. 
Jamhie, 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
The God whom we adore. 

Be glory, as it was, is now, 
And shall be evermore. 



^ 2 



To God the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, One in Three, 
Be glory, as it was, is now. 
And shall forever be. 



I 3 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
^ The God whom earth and heaven ad( 

Be glory, as it was of old, 
Is now, and shall be evermore. 



Praise God, f^om whom all blessings f 
Praise Him, all oreainres here below; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 



5 L.l 

To God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit, Throe in One, 
Be glory in the highest given. 
By all on earth, and all in heaven ; 
As was through ages heretofore, 
la now, and MiaW \« «v«nn«t^. 



DOXOLOOnSB. 

To Father, Son, aoid Holy G-hoflt, 

Thfi God whom heaven's triamphant hoit 

And saints on earth adore ; . 
Be glory, as in ages past, 
And now it is, and so shall tast. 

When time shall he no more. 



H.M. 



To God the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, ever blest. 
Eternal Three in One, 
All worship be addrest; 
As heretofore, I • And shall be so 
It was, is now, | For evermore. 



8 7i6f 

To Father, Son, and Spirit, 

Eternal On6 and Three, 
As was, and is forever. 

An prsiso and glory be. 



6,4. 



To God the Father, B(i^f 
And Spirit, Three in Oni^ 

All praise be given : 
Crown Him in every song ; 
To Him our hearts belong : 
Let all His praise prolong 

On earth, in heaven. 



10 7s. 

Holt Fftther, hpljr Son* 
Holy Spirit, TYitwb Vsi 0\i^\ 
' ' Glory, as of oU, U> TYi^^ 

448 Now and evermore »\kaXV>fte» 



Praise the Name of Oh>d most 1i!^h ; 
Praise Him, all below the Aky; 
Praise Him, all ye hetiretrly host> 
Father, Son, and Qoly Ghost: 
As through countless ages past, 
Eyermore Hitf praise shall last. 



\K 



'8,7. 
Praisb the Fatber, earth and heaven, 

Praise the Son, the Spiirit praise ; 
As it was, and is, be given 

Glory through eternal days. 



k « 



Praise ijbe .Gi>d of all Dreation ; 

Praise the Father's boundless Love ; 
Praise the Lamb, our Expiation, 

Priest and King, enthroned above ; 
Praise the Fountain of salvation. 

Him by whom our spirits live ; 
Undivided adoration 

To the one Jehovah give. 



8,7i 



8,r. 



Great Jehovah, we adore Thee, 
God the Father, God the Son, 

God the Spirit, joined in glory 
On the same eternal throne : 

Endless praises 
To Jehovah, Three in One. 



K^ 



BOXOLOSISS. 



1 lA 8,i 

I Glory be to God the Father, 

Glory be to God the Son, 
Glory be to God the Spirit, 

Everlasting Three in One : 
Thee let heaven and earth adoM^ / 
Now, henceforth, and ovormore. 



16 



Glory be to God most high, 
Glory to the Sarior, 

Glory to the Holy Ghost, 
Now, henceforth, forever* 



17 t 

Father, Son, and Spirit, 
Endless One in Three, 

Now, henoeforth, forever,' ' 

Glory be to Thee. 



Dactylic, 

18 

Father Almighty, to Thee bo addrest, 
With Christ and the Spirit, one God ever bleB 
All glory and worship from earth and from h« 
Ab was, and is now, and shall ever be given. 



4M 



.J ■' - 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 



* indicates the hymn to be of German origin. 
t indicates the hymn to be of Latin origin. 
jf. indicates the hymn to be of Greek origin. 



' Abide with mo ; fast falls the eventide 
* 'Abide with us, our Savior 
'Accept, Lord, Thy servants' thanks 

• According to Thy graciou^s word 
■A charge to keep I have 

• A few more years shall roll • 

• Afliiction is a stormy deep . 

V • A glory gilds the sacred page • 
J- A great and mighty wonder 
**Ah, this heart is void and chill . 

V 'Ah, wretched souls, who strive in vain 
jvA Bymn of glory let us sing 

•Alas, and did my Savior bleed 
+*Alleluia, best and sweetest • 

j'All glory, praise, and honor 
•All hail the power of Jesus' Name 
•All is o'er, the pain, the sorrow 
•All praise to Thee, my God, this night 

• All that I was, my sin, my guilt 
*.A11 yo Gentile lands awake 

•-Almighty God, in humble prayer . 
• .Almighty God, Thy Word is oast . 
y^'^m I an Israelite indeed • 
'v, T Am I a soldier of ih© Cio*^ 



HYMN. 

. 651 
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. 315 

325 
. 489 

676 
. 515 

312 
. 130 

487 
. 394 

199 

. 180 

31 

. 212 

213 
. 184 

556 
. 107 

142 

. 498 

52 

less 



niDBX OP FnST XilNSS- 



t 



^. 



.^Amidst a world of 1iop«8 M»i. femrs . 
•And art- Tkoa, gracious Master, gone 
•And art Tlio«i with ms, graeious Lord 

• And is the time approaehing 
■ And let this feeble bodj &il 

• And must this bo4jr die . = * 

• And will the Jvdge deseend 
j:And wilt Thoa pardon. Lord 

•Another six days' work is done 

**A pilgrim and « stranger 
-Approach, mj sovl, the mev^-sect 
Arise, nj soal, arise 
Arise, Ged, and shise 
Arise, King of graee^ arise . 
Arise, the kingdom is at hand 
A safe stronghold oar Ck>d is «till 
Asleep in Jesus, blessed sleep 
As with gladness men of old •' 
At length released from many woes 
Author of good, to Thee we tan 
Author of life diTiae 
Awake, my soi^ and with the sua 
Awake, my soul, in jojftil lays * 
Awake, my soul, stretch «veiy nexwe 
Aw^o, our souls, away our faairs. :« 

''Awake, Thou Spirit, who didst fire ; 
Away from every mortal can 
Away« mj needless fears 

Baptised iato Thy Name . • 

Before Jehorah's awful thronie • 
Before the Lord we bow . 
Behold the amusing sight 
Behold the Prinee of Peace . • 

Behold the Sarior of iaankind • 
Behold the saro Foundation Stone . 
JBekoH where in a mortal totia 
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igorbe]Bgr;€(odofI#Te .. . S99 

t my enlj wiid«iir here « • . .499 

9ath oar feet and c/er •nr bead • 687 

rt witb tfumn* t>B •ymry kaod . • 479 

Bed Jesus, mt Thj word ^ • 47 

sed Jesus, here we stead . • 4^16 

sed Sarioi^ wk» bast U«gbt »• . 320 

sing, bonor, tbanks mad jprsise • 594 

t be our eyeriMrting Lord • . 62 
t day of God, most oahn, most bright . 34 

t Instnaetor, from Tby ways . 408 

t Spirit, one witb God aboTO • « 242 

w ye tbe trumpet, Irfow • • 102 

id of bearen, #a Tbee we feed . • 336 

if life is bere ow pwtioM • . • 625 

led in sbadows of tbe niglit • .93 

dren of tbe beavenly King • . 38S 

ist is oar Comer-'BtMfee . • » 4S 

ist tbe Lord Is risen to-day » • 199 

ist, Tbon art tbe sore Foasdatiom • 291 

is^ wbose glory IHi tbe skiea r . .39 

rob of. tbe ereriaitiag God • * .262 

le, divine and peaceful Guest . 261 

ie, .divine IiMteanael, eome • • 393 

le, graeioas Spirit, bearenly Dove • 248 

le bitber, all ye weaiy soals • • 343 

ie bitber, ye faitbfml . • ; 129 
ae. Holy Gbost, in lore ... 241-^-- f 

ae,.Holy Ghost, oar sennls inspire • 239 

ae. Holy Spirit, eome • • • 247 

oe. Holy Spirit, God and Lord » 243 

ae. Holy 8|»irit, bearenly I>ot« . • 246 

ae, lei as join oar ebeerfal sob^b • 162 

ae,Iet ns join oar friends above . . • 279 

ae, jny sonl, thy sait iwreparo . 26 

ae, said Jeias' eaeied vqvqa • . ^ ^^^ 



•i2n>Bx or Film Lnnm. 



- Come, fiound His praiie abroad . 

• Como, Thou almighty King . 

• Come, Tboa Fount of every blesfling 

• Come, Thou long-expected Jesus 

- Come Thou now, and be among as 
•f.Come, Thou Savior of our race 

>Come to Calvary's holy mountain 
- *- Come to Thy temple here on earth . 
Come, ye disconsolate 
:(>Come, ye faithful, raise the strain • 
-Coino, ye that love the Lord . . 
' Come, ye weary sinners, come 
*• Commit thou all thy griefki 
** Conquering Prince and Lord most high 
"f- Creator of mankind 

• Day divine, when in the temple 
f-Day of wrath,- that Day of mourning 

-Dear Bofugo of my weary soul 
/ -f-'Dosiro of nations. Lord of grace 
•Do not I love Thee, my Lord 
' Dread Jehovah, God of nations . 

- Dust and ashes, sin and guilt 

*i£mmanueVwe sing Thy praise 

'Far from the world, Lord, I flee . 
•FathexV^or Thou my Father art 
•Father, glorify Thy Son 

• Father, how wide Thy glory shines 
-Father, in whom we Kve /»-<^'**- . 

^- Father of all, ii^'whom we trace 

• Father of eternal graee 
< Father of heaven, whose Love profound 
'Father of Jesus Christ, my Lord . - 

' Father of lights. Thy needful aid 
•Father of morcieB, In T\iy VTot4 
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INDEX or riRST LINBS. 



ar feeble raoe • 

I, and Holy Ghost 

1, and Holy Spirit . 

ugh I have siniiedy with Thee 

Ehee my soul I lift . 

atc'er of earthly bliss 

hast oreatod all 

the light this day 

1 little flock, the toe . 
[)less, how shall I 
r saints, Lord 
ro my rest shall be 
th the Lord • 
s not, my God 
I dear, dear country . 
ercy and Thy grace 
bo Day of God returns 
lat dwell below the skies 
f stormy wind that blows 
nland's icy mountains 
.ce this fear and unbelief 

pherdy Thou hast stilled 
r God immortal praise 
I winds thy fears . 
lings of thee are spoken 

> God on high 

> Jesos • 
)nr native land 
I yet ! shall I not hear 
ro; His mercy brightens 
I in a mysterious way 
apporter and my Hope 
redeeming graoe 
lighty love • 
mal lore . . 
roy, God ot cnA^ » 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 

' God of my life, whose gnusioaB power . 430 

. > (i^od of my life, to Thee I call . . 516 

• (}od of my salvation, hear • .311 

• God of unbounded power . . .531 
*-Good news from heaven the angels bring 131 

• Go to dark Gethsemane . . .172 

• Grace!, 'tis a charming sound . .193 
.* Gracious God, to Thee we pray • . b^ 
'\'Qrwi\ovis Spirit, Dove divino . . 249 

' Great Father of mankind . . .Ill 

'Great God, how infinite art Thou . M 

' Great God, the nations of the earth . SM 

Great God, wo sing that mighty Hand • 131 

> Great God, what do I see and hear . . 66i 

* Great lligh-Priest, who deignedst to be 397 
Great is the Lord our God • « . 2U 

■ Guide me, Thou great JehoTah . 441 

Ilail, all hail. Thou Lord of glory . . 18S 

Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost . 61 

Hail, holy, holy, holy Lord, Let powers . 213 

Hail, holy, holy, holy Lord, Whom One 2J3 

Hail the day that sees Him rise . . IfS 

Hail, Thou onoe despisM Jesus . 169 

Hail, Thou Source of every blessing . 141 

Hail, to the Lord's Anointed . .123 

. Happy the souls to Jesus joined . . 27S 

f Hark, an awful voice is sounding . lU 

Hark, a voice divides the sky , , 59S 

-Hark, my soul, it is the Lord . . 422 

Hark, ten thousand harps and Toioes . 203 

- Hark, the glad sound, the Savior comes 124 

' Hark, the herald angels sing . , 129 

' Hark, the song of Jubilee . , Sti 

' Harkf what mean those holy voices • • 127 

r Jfasten, Lord, the g\oT\o\i* Ivmft . 299 

• Hasten^ sinnoi, to bo wVaa . . * V^ 

456 




*•] lea vi!u Hard ?Cill oui luitbway tcadn 
, •!!« dies, the Friund«f.iiinef9 di<:it . 
V "IIciMof unondiuglifa . 

•.Here bthul-i "." n, I l.v mo 
/ •aiori) I enn 
■hHe wbu on 
t-His triiil 0' 
■^oljandr 
• --^uly Ohua 



niuly.i 



diqiel our 



„ -H.>lv 

•lluly.holj, huly Wd 
* Holy JeiUB, in vhuisa nntao 
- '.AJloly JiBUB, Snvior blest 

V-pfloly Spirit, Lord of liglit 

/•JiolyEpirit,ou™nsain 
•HoHanna tu the Uriug Lurd 

■ Iloaanna to tho Son . 
. -How are Tby servants l>leet, Lard 

■ Haw beauteous are 
■ .How 



SlUoh 






• • Ilow ha|)py ii the man who hears 
^IIuw heljilei* guilty nature lies 
-• Hon oft, alas, tbts wtotebad heart 
j'^-How precious is the Book diiine 
'^."'^'How ahalj tho young aecuto their hcerta 
;. . Uow ahall we show our loire to Theo 
' ' How aweet the Name of Jesus 
, ■ Haw welcome was the cull . 

-How wondrous and gre&t 
/ ^.Humbly I adore Tbea 



IKEDt OF riRBT LINKS. 



' If Thou impart Thyself to me . 

• 1 heard tho voice of Jcsas say 
*.I know my end must surely ooxne 

•I know that my Kedecmir lives 
*•! know Thy thouj^hts are peace toward me 
•1 lay my sins on Jesus 
'I'll praise my Maker whilst I've breath 

• I love the volume of Thy Word 

• I love Thy Zion, Lord . » 
•■ I love to steal awhile away . 
-'In duties and in sufifcrings too * 
» In His temple now behold Him 

• In holy contemplation . -, 
' In one fraternal bond of love 

• Inspirer and Hearer of Prayer . 
' In the Cross of Christ I glory 

**Into Thy gracious Ilands I fall 
. In weariness and pain 

• In vain we seek for peace with God 
'Ip vain would boasting reason find . 
•Is God's peculiar people mine . 

*. I thirst. Thou wounded Lamb of God 

• i was a wandering sheep 
♦•I will leave my Jesus never . 

• I would not live alway . 

• Jerusalem, my happy home » 
•{■■Jerusalem the glorious . » 

-Jesus, and shall it ever bo i 
"J- Jesus, Brightness of the Father . 
*'jesus, I know, hath died for me 

• Jesus, I my cross have taken 
'Jesus invites His saints . « 

*- Jesus lives; no longer now 

Jesus, Lord of life and glory 
•Jesus, Lover of my bo\A . 
'Jesns, Master of tbi^ feaAt . 

4Bii 
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■ J«SDS, mj nnut lltKh -Priest 
. A- Jesus, inyLonl, attend 
Vijpsiij, my Kedtoiner, lives 

• Jesus, mj Plrenglb, my Ilupe 

• Jcus, Biy Trulh, my Way 

\ {•Juitud, Nnmc all naiui's ulmvc 

- • JcfUii, unr Ijijni. how rich Thy jrnco 
■Jems pliall rii);n whi'rc'iT ths Buu . 
■Uuniii, alill lend im 
•-Jwii«, Sun uf Righleoni'ni'iis 
- Jenu*, tbi: girt diviin,- 1 know 
•■-. iJji'm. tho (inner'i Friend, to Thee . 
t- Jwns, the very thuoElit o( Iliee 
• - J.1JU8, tho weary wauderer-i Rtat , 
. ■ JoKHJ, Thon urt niv KiEhleonsneas 
■ • ••Jvsiia, Thy llJuml ntid l<i)>litenusncK9 

• ■Jouj', Thyh '■ 



P, Thy I' 



I Bhcf p behuld 



■IJliill) of God. I look to Thoo . 

• Leare ui nut vniufurtlciis 

■ Let all the eiirlh (brir voiers rait 

• Let earth and heaven cnmhiuo . 

• I^ llw). the mighty fiod ■ 
iljCtothm hoart how strong thej 



•.Light uniKht, enlightei 
»,LiKhtof1hflKonlileworju 

.Li;;ht of thodu whose dreary dwalluit 

• Like 2foah's nunr; d,-i^e ^ 



IXPEX OP FIRST LFNES. 



. I ik*^ s^» rp wc went nstrny . 

. ],»», lie ciiiM s. with cloudp ilosconding, 

■ L<iiig II'' 1 livf I'll l)l«'j«s Thv Niiiuo 

• l.<ii:g lij«vo 1 Silt l.riunfh tlic sound . 
. L<»v(l, lu-tM |jt (»iir IVrlle praise 
. Lttid. all 1 am is known to '*|i?o.*A^^^ cv* 

. Lonl, «i:fnii.'ii u> with Tliy l)ks:?ing . 

■ l.onl, lorcxtr at Thy side . '^^^j • 
. L»»rJ. ii.r \]h- uMioii-s of-4iblx nignt 

• liOid (hmI the Il(»ly (Jhost 
*. Ldnl, [ hi'lieve Thy precious blood 

* Lord, 1 hi'licvc wc-ro t<inucrs more . 
]jord. W Thou n hy graco impart . 
I-ord, in the strcnj^tli of j;race , . 

■Jii»r»l, it liclon^»« not to uiy care . . 

*-^ Lord Jesus Chrift, true Man nm\ God 
*-I^«iid Jesus, who our fouls n» f»nA'e 

■liord, lead the way the Savior went 

. Iiord, nor to uf, we elaini it not , 

. Lord (d hosts, to Thee wo raise 

• Lord f)f the (. hureh. we huuiMy pray . 

■ Lord of the «r<»rpel liarvtst, Heud 
. ].')r<l of the liarvest, hear . . ■ 
. Loid <d" the worlds above 

*'Loid, remove the VI il away 
.lionl, should %\e leave Thy ballowcd feet . 

• Lor<l, teaeb us lu)W to pray ari|jcht 
*'Lonl, 'J bine inii»;/C' Tliou didst b-nd mc 
-'Lord, Thou art my Itoek (dslrrngth 

•Lonl, Thou art the Trutli and AVay . 

• Lord, Thou hast sea ndud and seen mc through 
S-Lord, Thy [leath and Passion give . 

■ L<tj<l, we eoniess our nunu'rous lanltit . 

■ liOrd, what is man, tl.al child ot ]irido . 

■ I.or<l, when iielore Thy throne we riicet . 

• Ijintl with g!owii!g Imvvl i\\ v^'J^'^*'^ '^V^<i^ - 

460 
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•■ "' - - INI)K\ OF FIUST LI.XKS. 

# 

• Lo, to the hills I lift mine eye . 
f. Lo, upon the altar lies 
^Love divine, all love excelling . 

;■ f-Maker of earth, to Thee alone ^^ 

-Many woes had Christ endured . 
• May the grace of Christ our Savior .. 

• May we Thy precept?, Lord, fulfil 

. Mighty God, while angels bless The» 

• My dear Redeemer and my Lord 

• My faith looks up to Thee . « 
>My God, accept my heart this day 

■ My God, and is Thy table spread . 
♦•My God, I know that I must die 

*' **My God,' I leave to Thee my ways . 
ii%iA *^^y ^o<^> I love Thee ; not because 
"" 4 '■ My God, my l^ing, Thy various prais 
My God, my only Help and Hope 
-My God, my Portion and my Lore ; 
' My God, permit me not to be . 

• My God, the Spring of all my joys . 
•.My God, to Thee I now commend 

- My gracious Lord^ I own Thy right 

. My Hope, my All-, my Savior Thou 
*. My Jesus, as Thou wilt 

-My life's a shade ; my days ^ 

-My Maker and my King 
••My Savior, how shall I proclaim 

• My Savior, my almighty Friend 
••My soul, before thee prostrate UeB 

• My soul, be on thy guard 

• My soul, praise the Lord 

• My soul, repeat His praise . 

■ My spirit looks to Gt>d alone i^ 
- My spirit on Thy care 

• Nearer, my God, to Thee 
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' Not all the blood of beasts . 
■ ,• . ' Now from the altar of our hearts . 
', ' /V-Now I have found the ground wherein 
Now let onr souls, on wings sublime 
Now may He who from tha dead 
• Now may the God of power and grftce 
t Now, my soul, thy voice upraising . 
* Now thank we all our God 
h.Now that the sun is beaming bright 
•Now that the sun's last beam of light 
•'Now to the Lamb that onoe waa slain 
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Object of my first desire . 
"0 blessed souls are they • • 

P bless the Lord, my soul 
t Bread to pilgrims given . 
f-0 Christ, our Hope, our Ueart*8 Boedre 
• Christ, our true and only Light . 
. * Christ, Thou bright and morning Star 
f come, come, Emmanuel . 
could I find from day to day . 
. * .0 draw me. Savior, after Thee 
. 'O'er those gloomy hills of darkness 
' for a closer walk with God 

for a faith that will not shrink 
• for a heart to praise my God 
for a principle within . 
*0 for a thousand tongues to sing . 
*'0 God, I long Thy light to see . 
God, in whom the happy dead 
^ *0 God, mine inmost soul convert 
•0 God of Jacob, by whose hand 
. God unseen, yet ever near 
gracious Uand, that freely gives . 
' happy day, that stays my enoioe 
hear me, Lord, for I am poor • 
- help ua, Lbrd/eaoh houi qC need 
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jord, content to dwell 
hall I reoeive Thoe 

King most wonderful 

Lord of heavenly grace 

Bread from heaven . 

I would delight in Thee 

my best desire fulfil 

my God, I cry to Thee . 

.re the strains 

divine, how sweet thou art 

may seem this house of clay 

baptismal sign 
'e is above all others 
an's bank the Baptist's cry 
an's stormy banks I stand 
; has now been sown 
I Heady now wounded 
r, bless us ere wc go 
r of our race . 
r, whom that holy mom 

of the living God . 

had an angel's tongue . 
ly load of sin were gone 
he Lord's salvation 
he Lord would guide my ways 
best Gift of heaven 
from whom all goodness flows 
that hearest the prayer of faith 
that hear'st when sinners cry 
that wouldst not have . 
to whose all-searching sight 
who all things canst control 
who didst Thy glory leave . 
whose infknt feet were found 
whose tender mercy hears • 
who through this holy week, 
who thns exalted art 
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ity of threefold light . . 51 

lod, our Help in ageu past . • 573 

'iord is risen from the dead • 197 

at a narrow,, narrow yath . . 3A9 

at terror in thy forctn ought . 578 

ore shall rest be found . •. .98 

)n, tune thy voico^ . .. • 281 

oned through redeeming grace . 319 

2 be within this sacred place . 43 

10 to God, immortal prraise . • 537 

le ye the Lord: 'tis good to. raise . 4 

\, Lord, my froward heart . . 505 

■ • 

emer, whither shalT I fleo . . 474 

ice, all ye believers . . .119 

ice, the Lord is King . . 204 

of the weary, Thou • • . 185 

on, ride on in majesty . . 166 

my soul, and stretch tl^y wjings . 484 

. of ages, cleft for mo . . 373 

r of the hosts of light . . .232 

y through another wcol^ . .. 36. 

ition, the joyful sound. . .. 164 

)r, all my sins confessing .. . 57 

>r, meet it is indeed . . 477 

:)r, when in dust to Thco . .. 171 

;)r, who Thy flock art feeding . 566 

3her of hearts, before Thy face .. . 503 

ig I am Jesus' lamb . . 565 

[srael's gentle Shepherd stand .. . . 318 

he vineyard Thou hast planted. • 267 

iherd of tender youth . . . 659 

e on our souls, eternal God . 87 

r pitjf Lord, Lord, forgive . . 352 
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■ • Softly now the light of day 
• Soldiers of Clirist, i\j\sg ^ 

y ggo let our lij)s and lives express . 

■ "So'ngs of immortal praise belong . 
■. •Songs of praise the angels sang 

' • Son of God, to Thee I cry 
'Sons of men, l)ehold from far 
•Source of light and life divino 
.» Sovereign Ruler of the skies 
•Spirit, leave thy houfo of clay 

• Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fcara . 
J^Stara of the morning 

y Stricken, smitten, and afflicted . 

^Suffering Savior, Lamb of Clod 
5..i^;*§uffering Son of Man, be near me . 

'■'■* Sweeter sounds than music knows . 

•Sweet is the memory of Thy grace . 

.^j'^Sweet is the work, my Uod, my King 

• Sweet the moments, rich in blessing 

'Teach me, my God and King 
, ' Teach me, teach me, Lord, Thy way . 
.■j^ej^h us. Lord, Thy Name to know 
^* S'hat Day of wrath,* that dreadful Day . 
t-That fearful Day, that Day of dread 
T'Tho abyss of manv a former sin 
f«The Advent of our God 
-The angel comes, he comes to reap 
t-.The day is past and over 
:>Tho day of Resurrection 
J. Thee we adore, eternal Lord 
•Thee we adore, eternal Name 
y . */rhee will I love, my Strength, my Tower 
•.•w. ,>>p]jQ (j^jj of Abram praise . . 

• The God who reigua on high 
*'' ' The goodly land I see . . . . 

. The licad that onco was oio^iiftvi V\>i)a.VjDk»\:via. 
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. The King of heaven His table spreads . 

■ The Lord my Shepherd is . 

» The Lord my pasture shall prepare 

• The Lord of glory i^my Light 

' The Lord will uomelthe earth shall qnake 

• The man is ever blest 

■There is a fountain filled with blood 
There is u land of pure delight 

• There is a voice of sovereign graoe 
•The roseate hues of early duwu 

f-The royal banner is unfurled 
•The Savior calls : let every ear 
The l^avior conieS: no outward pomp . 
The spacious firmameQt on high 

■ The Spirit in our hearts . 

'The voice that breathed o'er Eden . 
. "The year begins with Thee 
. • Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, wo love 
:(. Things of the earth in the earth let us lay 
'This day the light of heavenly birth 
This is the day the Lord hath made 
Thou art my Hiding-Vlapo, Lord . 
Thou art my Portiou, my God 
Thou art the Way; to Thee alone . 
*.Thou hidden Love of God, whose height 

• Thou Judge of quick and dead 
Thousands of thousands stand around . 

' Thou seest my feebleness 

■ Thou very present Aid . 

• Thou wast God, and Thou wast blest 

■ Thou who hast in Ziou laid 
Thou whose almighty word , 

Thrice hap])y souls, who, born of heaven 
Through all the changing scenes of life 

- Through sorrow's night and danger's path 

- Through the day Thy Love has spared us . 
TAj coasoIcsH, unoxhau8t«d,l»o^% 
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of wandering from my God 
sinner, koep thine eyee 
3 Tbee bnt Tbine own . 
I Thee, Lord, Tbj Church's 
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